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riadne, which are wanting in Aulus Sabinut, by David Ga. 
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FFT ElI S.. en mow expect an Epilogue, 
But this fone Bard of ours is ſuch « Rogue, 
I durſt have Sworn he was poſſeſs d to da VO 


mes he cry d no, not to ſave 5 
7 ark d bas Redſor why? *Steath Sir, quo bet” 
Go but to Drury-Lane, and there aui fee, 
Gay Decoratians to Amuſe the Town, 5 
While parting Lovers do their Fate bemoan; 
And Hug, and Sigh, and Weep, and Sab alone, 
Max Tapers, Gaudy Cloaths, rais'd Prizes too, 
Tei even the 1 thus Fay nook wew not do: 
So Poyſon rugps,. by Empericks gilded are, 
So 7 OM 125 Un obolſun War, 0 
While you with Negligence my Muſe receive 
And but 4 ſlender Entertainment give, 3 
But look you Sir, Said I, theCaſe is plain, 
You have wo Pompous Lanes to ſwell the Scene 
As the laſt Poet did in Drury-Lane, _ 
No Angels Wings, to ſprout where Serpents grem, 
No Hills, nor Dales, nor Groves of ; Hue, 
No Vehicles with Milk white Steed's ſo rare, 
So Beautiful ſo ſweet or Debonair, 
With Royal. Innocence they may Compare, 2 
No Perfumes, Rocks, nor Grots ;—and ſo forth, Sir,) 
At that the fraghted Poet, gam to ſtare | P20 
Took 2 and left us to Deſpair, 
Now Gentlemen all that I have to ſay, © 
1s that you'd'pleaſe again to ſee the Play, 
Aud hear an Epilogue another Day. 
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| O pleaſe my Bookſeller, who will have me plead 
. ſomething or other in behalf of a cifire ed Play, 

of which the heat of Touth made me the Fat er, I give 
the Reader, rather this. ſhort Advertiſement than a 
formal Preface,” viz. That I Writ it four Tears ago _ _ 
at a vaſt diſtance from the Theatre. Since that time  £_ 
the Humour of the Town is chang d, and mine too per- | | 
haps, and as Men of Twenty, rarely approve of what 
they did in Fifteen, ſo I ſhall hardly be perſuaded to 

defend in this Centry what I writ in the laſt. In 


* 


= ſhort, That Swe it had when manghd on the 
Stage, bars not the Reader fram Condemning or 
Acquitting the entire Piece de Novo in his Cloſet. 
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David CY auft urd: 


Prologue. 
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Neither io Fools, nor to o the Men of Senſe. 


| And in return to ſo much kindneſs ſhewn, 


Prologue. : 


* 


That tho' they muſt be ſpoke to pleaſe the Im, 


For fifty bad ones, you will ſcarcely find, 


_ 1 znſtru# or to 1 the 9 L an g 0 Hs 
ur Author therefore, bid me only ſay, - . 150 : | 
= wiſh 'd jou a much better Treat to Da. A "a i 

ut yet. © En 3b 
Tho' Subſidies of Wit he can't advance * 995 
He'as larded 4 Jun, with. Song and PEERS 4 "0 TL) 


Two things of late t at with e i. domn, R NA Dy r 5 6 
And catch the, whole ſurprize of all the Town. . 


Bb 0 
He wou d have diſp d up Satyr. but he knew, n rh. 
'Twou'd offend many, and Atty pleaſe but fir gde 
Beſrdes, zl Nature's „ what he won d avi, , wy 
Leaſt it ſho it ſhou'd be. af himſelf imploy d. int 5 * | 
Leaſt he ſhou'd ſhew his pennry of Mit, N 
And he that came to bite, himſelf be bie * 
Our Poet therefore will give no offence, on 


But begs to his | © nadie you'd be kind, 
His Faulis excuſe, ſince Faxes jon can't but find, 


To one that Favours will be proud to own. 
All they can ask he wiſhes to the Fair, 

To be revered, and Beautions as they are. 
To his own Sex, but they have all in view, 


They reach all Happineſs, in ſeeing you. 


Epilogue. 


8 CE N NE, bis Lis, 4 


Courtiy. Salus „„ een 


EAVEN defend us! of alt Plagu es that 
attend us Mortals, this 15 Dam- 
X. Led Vertuous Loe is fare 3 
the very Cut-throat of our Eaſe and Pleaſute, and the 
Highway to Ruin. For whillt we Travel in Vertues 
Road, we are biſsd at by thoſe that think themſelves 


Wiſe; What a Mi 8 . e Live in then? 

when to be. Lewd is to be Wi Viee is become che 

Honourable Badge of Quality” | $ 
nie, Jeremy bene. Ar 


How gun is your Maſter here? 
Fer. No Sir. 1. But he will dope Such, ——— You ve led 4 
us a very fine Dance this Morning, Sir Maſter ?— 
No! My Maſter and1, 1 mean ied on this fide 
9 — between us; We Viſited every Lane. The 
| bouſes, Blind Alleys, nay, the Round*Houſe too, but 
to no purpoſe, And ar laſt, Sir, directly concluding that 
you (had ps l the phe of 1 


— 


| Fs 


— 


5 - the, * mi 


* Love at firſt Sight. 
Husband, and therefore not to be found in the. ordinary 


Haunts of the Wicked, I abandon'd as a fruitleſs ſearch, 
and came to 2 on my Maſter in this Place. — _ 


bour — 
Fere. O Dear Sit. ee thy if a Tender, Eaſy, Smi- 


ling Wench can ſhift of tedious Hours, — rouze t e Lin- 


— Mind ? you know. 
Goa pans Enough 5 , I'know. thy 
ther 


| ning, and at a 
g4þeQq to be imploy'd. : 


Jerr. Ge (For uſe the A. 5 rm 

roceeds all this Mclancholly ? Something methinks — 
—— upon your Spirits. Vou've within this few ; | hope 
on the ſower dull face of Rd or r of NY: dere 
Sir all's well? 

Cour. Pa in Health, + 

Fere. - "4g in Caſh ? | CRIES. 


Fere, 1585 yet uneaſy 2 
Cour. True. 5 
Fere. Why thats very PAR 


* The Dif caſe nay be in the Mind Im in Love, it 
may 


à very 5 "Jeſt. - e 
Cour. Why doſt thou think. it Ampel 1 G = 15 4 
Fere. No Faith Sir; For + Wiſe: Man ma 


Time. Bur-Boys alone are'flaves to that Pailion, 'Tis a A : 


Gantlet we all run when we enter into Service 
that a Man of Thirty, praQtis'd : in the Arts of War, 2 5 


beſt Rules of Arca ſhoy'd again turn Cadet and appear a 


Novice! non mg can be mord RIdiculeus. 11 5 
Court. 7 his Rogue wou'd Hake me alham'd of my In- 4 


fant Virtue ; „ did not my Powerful Guardian ſtep be- N 


tween and ſhow that — which he ſtrives to hide, — 
Ha! my dear Friend Good "PR ig 


Eure Lownell, 


Love. My Man has doubtleſs 5 you how much 
trouble this meeting coſt. For belieye me Courti, T thought 


I might find thee in any Place but thy "EPs at 


in the Morning. 5 
* Thar wasindeed my Cuſtom. 
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Our. Honeſt Jeremy, that thou mayſt not think thy bas 
loſt— | ——— { groes-bim Money. 


7 fg Ha, ha! In Love? Pray Sir be not offended ; is 


Sw 
nel W 


Love. And: will be Boy: Hal By Berens — 
owt) 1 Wonder how thou coudſtebe at home ro To 
My Room is my Priſon, and my Bed a, very Rack. "Wh — 
ud every things Nen A kind Wench and à filing 
Glas remove the Thoughts of eoming Cares. Old Time 
ſteals ſoftly by, and Night ſlides nn a 9 „ e 
Noon ſcems fully paſt. * 

Court. Ic does ſo. av 4 

Toue. In the Morning ſofe Ae 8 2 to 0 5,4 
weRiſe agd Dine, then Dreſs and go-to Plays... Thus e fte "we 
are aware Night comes again: Our Days (like rowring Clouds) 
rowl ore our Heads: whilſt we beneath enjoy a milder Air. 
If Buſineſs and Care drop down, the Tavern or a kind Wench 
is a ſafe Retreat. There the Mind's ſecure and nn K 1 in- 
to a better habit. 5 

Court. It may be ſo. N 

Love. It may be ſo? Why tis my Friend; Placer 50 i 
Celinda or ſuch another's ſoaks What ist would 
Griet? Let this huge Fabrick be turn d up. fide 
Peales of Thunder threaten Wild Deſtruttion, and 
| Bloodfhed rage in every Corner, Id'e be at a perfeR eaſe, and 
- Jor _—_ ſaw it. Oh! my Friend who! can expreſs the 
* Hold Sir, You've faid- enough nay. oyn ir too 
mu | | 
Le. Too much Why what's the mea of all this ? 
N good m prend! have been faulty; Friendſhip ere 

ths Ane! inform d me of my Misforthse. or — me 
at at Leaſt a ſharer in th ſuffering: Why thy very Looks are 
chang d, and theres ſomthing in 15 Facefounlive thy Won- 
red humour. a brooding Sickneſs Regs 
bout thy Heart, and threatens füdden Ruin. 
ur. Lou think me in Love perhaps? | ++ 
A Love, No Faith, my Dear Courtly, that were to forge ty 

irtus. | N 

Cour. Are Love and Viitue then incompatible? 2 

Love. Nay, that's atidther- Queſtion Jack. Bat Lore and 
Reaſon, ſayſt _ to that Boy ? 

Jere. Ay, ay, Sir puth home that Nellen it © may Work 
upon him in time. 

Love. Your anſwer 


Man. 
Cour, To Love too far Ne bebe ares, 0 
on one prepls'it in fayour of a Fool, oi one  thar hates us, is in- 


2 Le. 


deed unreaſonable, 


Ca, 
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Loge. Nay, nay, my Friend hrs that's 5 a an anſwer. To 
Love at any rate is al But after all, 
' Fack, uſe me like a Fri 7 — in Love; or not? for 


hang me if I can beleiv*r "leſs thou Swear'ſt tot. 


hv. in ſhort then 1 am in Love, mightily,” in Love 5 


Ge. af 
Love. Is ſhe Virtuous' * 1 
Cour. Elſe I ſheu d not Love Her. 
Love. Bleſs me! How Mad thou art? uod any Man — 
Wits lay a formal Seige to a Wine Cellar when 1 ands 


ready open, and = may drink at Pleaſure? We Ticks oy 


find thou'rt in the Nooſe z Thy Buſineſs then is ** 
Think thou Aan the Ways and Means by which thou — 3 


be fred. 


Cour. No, my Prifon is is too Pleaſant to be Abandon'd with. N | 


out Grief. 
Love. Heavens! Well, there muſt be ſomething Diabolick 


hid under this ſpecious Name of Love. But my Friend, You'r: - 


to conſidet it as a downright Enchantment. And 22 know 
- what Diſſol ves the Charm. 


Fere. Enjoyment, you mean, Sir. 
Love. Right Sirrah. 


Corr. Ha! my Friend you know her. not. To Paint ee in 


the Ordinary form, and ſay ſhes all that's gaod in Woman 
were but half her due; has s ſomething in Mga thats won · 


detful; When I'm wich ber I find my very Soul confin'd; and 
Locks 


ſcarce can think of Wickednels. By Heaven, her vow: 
inſpire Virtue. 


Love. But ſtay, may t thou not 'b&tniftaken b May. noe: - 


this Meliſſa be a it? I know one of chat Name. 


Cour. A Jilt? ——— Well Sir, you know her not, and I am- 


fatisfy'd. But come, no more my Friend. When 1 tell you 


that I hear her Brother's Voice. 1 acquaint Lou at once with 


her Beauty and her Virtue. 


Love. Iv'e nothing to lay bona fy ang: that Lady indeed, for which 


Tam heartily y forty. —— But hark ye, avhat brings that 
damn'd Fool Sir Nicholas ſo early abroad? For tho? he's thy 
Brother-in-Law that is to be (and Heav*n forgive thee ſo Wild a 


Thought) Vet I hope thou art not blind on this fide too. Couri iy 
_ Courtly, Courtly. [ir Nicholas witbin. 


Cor. No George Im ready to confeſs the Gentleman a little 
too Modiſh. He sa downright Coxcomb, that he may be down- 
n in Faſhion. | | 25 

. 


. 7 


9 {tance with half a Dozen Luſty Fidlers at his Heels. 


* 


Los at ſeſt.Siglt. 
Laue. His Eloquence conſiſts in Grimäces, his Courage 
the Hanging of lis Sword; and his Wit in the Lengeh u 
Weight of his Perf „ 
Cour. And that Player like, newer Couplen ole Neigh- 
bour's Character er he appear upon the Stage, 'He's a Sign for 
Taylors. They hang him out in a new ſhape every Morning, 
and give the World to underſtand” by his ourfide, that Were it 
not for ſuch Faſhionable, Gentlemen, half the Men of their Vo- 
cation wou'd keep an Annual Lent But Mum: He en- 
WW ene eee 
Exter Sir Nicholas Empt . 
Sir Ni. Ah, my Dear Friend. {Bows often and Foppiſhly. - 
Love. Well Jack, Pll be gone, my Backs undone already. 
Sar. No, Oblige me and ſtay. © [Sir Nich. /urveys 225 
ue (my in 3.0: 300-4 (in 4 one Ode, 
Love. Not I; Faith Sir, my Limbs were made for another 
uſe than ſcraping, wow'd you have me go Sauntring, as if all , 
my Joynts were diſlocated, I loye-to Tread the Ground like a 
Man not a looſe ſickly Boy —— - Your Tender Squeamiſh La- 
dies may doat cn ſuch a feeble Engine, patch'd up by Lazy 
Nature in an hurry, or when the Poor remains of ſome more 
Noble ſtructure appeared like uſeleſs Lumber in her way. Yet 
Rill my Friend, He's but a blind to a, better Gueſt. He's a 
ood humble Servant, but no Nightly Favorite, unleſs at à di- 


— 
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Sir. Ni. Well, Gentlemen, I beg your Pardon —— This fad 

Rogue of a French-Man has fſo'abus'd this fad fort of a Wig, 

that truly I'm ſadly puzzel'd how to get't in Order. - on 

- Cour, O Sir, methinks it fits'admirably well. no 
Love. Ay, and ſo very clole Sir Nicholas, tis hard to diſtin- 

guiſh your Head from the Block. . 

Sir Ni. I vow Fm glad you think ſo Im your moſt 


* 


Humble. . | „ *>o\ e. 
Love. N wy, now he's at it again, farewcl my Friend. . © 
Sir Ni. You ſeem uneaſy Sir, But. But bleſs me this 

Vile Cravat and Sword hang ſo flovenly——But now if you 

Pleaſe I'll give you an account of a New adventure befell me 

the other Night. „ 8 
Both, With all our Hearts. a 5 
Sir Ni. Tas in the Evening as I came through Covent Gar- 

den, a Raſcally Fellow, with a couple of Raſcally Horſes 

ore -· turn d his Coach, and in it a very Helena, Natures Maſter- 
lece, or the very Copy from which ſhe has drawn all the 
cauties in Town theſe Eighteen Years, for ſo long tis I think. 

Sir, fince ſhe was made. Love. 


Tar. And fo Sir Nicholas 
with N. Rig And + Succour peg an 5 405 i | 

87+ Ni. Right Sir: Egad you gueſs at things fo very ſtangely* 
you have an incomprehenſible Wit Mr. Lovewel/ —— 
Bur ſtay, that Coat flegve hangs ſo wretchedly. There's no- 
thing of chat agreeable looſe Air in your Habit which Ladies 
ſo much admire now adays — If you'd make uſe of my 
Taylors Sir | | 3 


* 


* 


Love. Sir your humble Servant, I'm but a plain rude Fellow 


beſides Sit, a Country Lady looks very ruſty when compared with 
the greateſt Beauty of the Court, where Art to Nature joyn'd 
makes. the piece compleatly perfect I have not yer. ſur- 
vey'd my ſhapes. in the Looking-Glaſs. s. 

r Ni. Really Mr. Lovewell, you are very Ingenious in your 


Complement, and I Confeſs I make it my only Buſineſs in this 


World to be neat, a Gentleman has nothing elſe to do but advert 


to the Faſhions and the freſheſt News ; I mean the ſecret In- 


treagues of the great Ladies, where Honour is proſtituted in 
Private Pomp, and the Brawny Footman begets a Son of Quali- 
ty. Theſe are the only things that fit a Man for the Converſa- 
ton of the Fair Sex. 267 | 
Cour. But Sir, did the Adventure end where the Lady fell? 
Sir Ni. I vow, Mr. Courtly, I forgot that, I beg your Par- 
don Sir, and Yours, But the ſumm of all is, I fell mol: migh- 
ny Lovewith hero 25 lied go. — 
+. Love. That was an unfortunate Hdventure, Sir Nicho!es, 
where by difingagipg, others you run your ſelf into the Buſh. 
"Sir N;. O Gentlemen, was it not a ſad misfortune to 
2 Man of my Senſe and, Breeding ? twill be thought very 
ſtrange, that he who has been the Darling of all the Witty 
Ladies in Town,ſhou'd at firſt fight renqunce his Liberty for one 
he never ſaw before? O Mr. Courtly, I'm very much afraid I 


may one day come to Marry her, and you all know my Friends, 


what a blen:iſh that brings upon a Man's Reputation and his 

Wit—— O Gentlemen! Matrimony will pur a Period to my 

Sweet Life. Kt: > TT 
Cour. Why then you'l but begin to Live Sir, | 


Love. Fo Die you mean. hen Marry'd Feople appear, e- 


very Body knows the Comedy's at an end. He who juſt now. 
bore ſo much ſhare in the Action, and dealt Love and Money 
with an open hand then dwindles off the Stage, Retires to 


his ſhifting Room, puts off the- brave Man, is no more Gaz d 


upon by the Crowd, and grows but the very ſhaddow of what 
he was an hour or two before. reds 
; | * 


you ran like a true Knight Errant 


* 


Love en., 


„ l hwy” 114.7 


10 
5 


7 


with your Love? 16 
Sir Ni. Her Name? Cue us Charming Romantik Name: 
. Love. I hope, Courtiy, tis not your laſt Miſtreſs, - | 


Cour. Like-cnongh, the his been r by me, to her A | 
choice. e A | 


Cour. Run Jeremy" open the Dorn it 
Enter Medler. 


Sin, Ni. O my Dear Medler, I'm IR Theſe Damm d 


Pockets are ſo miſerable Low—— Weil m o'rejoy'd to ſee you. 
Ned. | knew you were in Mr. Coartley's Lodgings, and the 
Gentleman being of my Acquaintance, I made no Scruple of a 
tending you here. 
1 Damn him Rogue, every Body is of his Acquaint 
's a Weed that grows up in every Corner, and Chodks 


In ſhort, 


invents a Lye, than he runs with open Mouth ww Froclam it 
the Streets for nothin 


Cour, And yet the Poor Fellow i is but Scurvily rewarded... = 


Coat he wears looks as i 
the Line, tis Burnt and 
ſo vety Greazy you'd Swear the Knaye cas d up in Armour. 
Love. And yet 6qually a Favourite a 
Cour. Tis impoſſible. 
Love. You miſtake it Fuck: lle fatzers"bok, and his Dam- 
ning Quality, L mean his way of abuling abſens.Parties, endear 


had been Half a Does times beyond 


him to the pteſenr. For as nothing mads @ Fool fo much as to 
hear another. accusd of Wit and Diſcretion, ſo nothing can 


vex a Woman more. than thoſe Praiſes you beltow upon others. 

Why, *tis a. certain Rule in Converſation, that to exalt the Beauty 

of another, is — to deny it to her, i whoſe Preſence you ſpeak it, 
Med. in Love Sir? Andvher Name Celinda? 


Sir Ni. A Frenchly Airy Sound int, but let no, Man know her | 
Name. A Diſcreet Lover (bur few OG conſult the nicety of 


that Paſſion) ſhou'd always conceal that. 

Med. Suſpet Re Son e a? Why Thi her ve- 
ty well, ſhe's a it. So very Lewd (ſince Courtly turn'd 

her oft) ſhe's es BE s Penny worth, from the Rich Collonel 


down to the Poor Centinel ?,.Nay, rather than be Tax'd wit 


the Sin AN {hell be N for nothing, at leaſt for no 
Money.” 85 + ow 


— — 


Love, May we requeſt ei Las name, what is made. LOS 


wk He Feeds on the Ruins of others, and the Doknition* 


of his mee Reputation is the only Heæavn he et e Pray'd for- 
ell ne er had ſuch an Hawker, for the Nevikno er * 


eatherbeaten behind and before, and 
Beaus and Ladies. 


. Saw - 
7 
95 


os at 171 Sight. 

Sir Ni. PER wi is 4 very good Frichdiof FIRE 
Man of Capacity and Parts, fo knowing in —_— a 
Loye, you'd Swear he kept a Familiar about him 

Med: O Sir, You do me too m_— N 70110 

Sir NM. You are Modeſt Mr. Meadler. 1. | 

| Love. Your Choice Sir and the nem «Ingenio Conde 
nance ſufficiently confirm that Chara give him. | 

Med, L ſuppoſe Sir, Your'e well mak ro. Kwich chis Gent 
man's Talent, and may therefore Juſtly doubt that Character he 
gives of others; who is himſelf a Stranger at Home and perfectly 
wy ts of diſcerning his own Wants. Ta 10 Love. 8 

I Underſtand you not Sir. 

Med." Lord, Sir, how ſtrangely Pon nas plac d y ou this 
Morning between the Mad Man and the Fool? I mean Sir, Nicho- 
las and this Loveupell. 

- Cour. It ſeems Sir, You do not know - theſe Gentlemen. 

Med. Some Virtuous Devil has got into the Room before m. me, 
for tis not aften that we find two Men in one Place, and neither 
fer · in an Humour of Winking at the Secret ruin of the other's 


Fame Sir Nicholas —— 
85 "Love, Let's * 72 853 Fuck, Sirrah, 8 a Coach. 


[ they wiſper. | 
. ves Su. N [ Exit running. 
"Six Ni. Ha, ha, hs, Mr. i Courtly, can you find out the Jeſt ? 
1 ha, | was rold, You a ne -ME Honour to Love my Si- 
Er , 4 7 ! | ; 
* „It tis true Sir he Y ours Lady 5 Charms excuſe my Weak. 
neſs 
Sir. Ni. J confeſs Meliſſa may be very agreeable, Mr. Courtly, 
tho*I know nothing of 9 There's ſomething ſo ite 
ith and Familiar in a Siſter's Face that tis impoſſible for any Bro- 
ther in's Wits to think em ſo Handſome or. ſo Witty, as a Stran- 
ger who knows em not. But now I think on t) 70 rally at the 
remale Sex is a way of WIr abſolete, 'is as Nauſeoys as 4 
Banter upon Matrimony. 

Coir, What cher aré the Infillible ns of 4 Modern Wit? 
—＋ To Drin Elervaggntly, an Wench e 
take it ö 

Sir Ni. By no means Gentlemen. * 
Love. Is a gteat Wigg then the Rooepalte Mak? gt 

Sir Ni. O tye Mr. Lovewel!, tis true your great Wits ſhow. 
but Monkey Faces, a lirtle Face you know ha 7 long in Faſhi- 
on, and indeed I ever thought it a ſcandatous ho whats foretop 
cou d be Contain'd within any Hat, tho Wide 2 87 Bulhel. . 
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after all I ne're believe my French Man a Wit. maker. 

Med. Atheiſm is perfaps the Badge of Wit 

Sir Ni. The Wits indeed were'Atheilfs in old Times, und we 
followed the brave Example till of late“ But Gemlemen, the only _ 
Modiſh mark of a Wit is Ignorance. Cour, Ignorance 

V NI. Ay Sir, downright Ignorance.” We p oleſs no skill in 
the Arts of our Fathers; Arms, Philoſophy, Divinity, and all 
the Tribe of meaner Sciences. Our only TY is to tall well, 
dreſs well: To know the World ſhows a flavifh Mind, and to 
chink of Buſineſs is perfectly ſcandalous. ' ' 

Enter Jeremy. 

Fere. The Coach i is ready, Sir. 

Cour. Well my Friend, I ſee You'r impatient to he gone? 

Lov. I am fo, "I've Buſineſs this Morning with old Gripea/!, 
and am oblig d to Wait upon him at his Houſe. [Eve off. 

Sir Nz. Your moſt humble Mr. Loveætoel. O ſtay Sir, I had 
quite forgot it; but I have a little Affalr too, PU wait upon you. 

Love. Why Sir, thought you had Hated Bufinels ?. 

Sir N7. O Sir, above all things, Mr. Lovemwetl; Is cis * 2 
Lady, and I'll take patt of your Coach. 

— Whither Sit? ine 

Sir Nz. To the Strand. ö 5 | - 

Love. Bur Sir Pm oblig'd to go to ned — 1 

Sir X/. Well 'tis no matter Sir, I have Bulineſs there too - 

Love. Where Sir? 


Sir Ni. Any where Sir. Lord, I hope you will not go into a * 
Barbarous Street where there's not pl Chocolate Houſe to be found? bs 
| [ Exeunt. | 4 


Cour. Well thus *cis now to be in Love: every thing alarms 
the Mind, makes me uneaſy, and I'm lorry that back-biring Knave 
ſhou'd be privy to my defign —— What is't we doat upon when 
after all our Services and heavy Hours Conſum'd in fruitleſs 
Withes, a Fool may be Preterr'd, who knows not how to value 
that which perhaps he bought too cheap: or a ſmooth Tale from 
an unſcen baſe. Enemy (even when we are in Favour) ay turn 
the Ballance and ſink us out of fight. , | 


IWoman's ihe cauſe of all our Early Woes 
With Pains we gain her, and in Poin we looſe : 
Love brings thoſe Cares which ſhe in time removes, 
And be's firaight Happy whom the fair one Loves. 
Thus we're at beſt the Tools of Womankind "I 
Vith egſe they Wound then cure the ſickly Mind, ; 
Ad we the only Raves thi 4843 Bondage find. Exit 
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SCENE the 2d. Enter Gripeall and Timothy. 

Gripe. Ugh, ugha, ugha —— I ay, Sirrah—-Ugta, ugha.— 
O I'm undone, with this | SN es 

Tim. But as I was ſaying to your Worſhip he's ——— 

Grip. Be ſilent Sirrah — He's— what is he? 8 

Tim. You're no ſtranger to his Virtues, hes? 

Grip. Then Sirrah you will ſpeak, ha? d'ye know the Duties 
of a Servant? { 

Tim. Sir, as I take it, Obedience is my fisſt Leſſon. 

Gripe. Then Sirrah be Dumb, Mute as a Fith in the Sea, d'yee 
ſee, bur looke Sirrah, what wou'd you ſay now if I ſhou'd permit 
you to ſpeak ? | | 
ra That which every Man is ready to confeſs, that your 

on is. | 

Grip. Then Sirrah you are there again ? You cannot be filent if 
you wou'd I find? — Ugha, ugha, O this Servant and this Cough 
wou'd make a Philoſopher a Mad-man. | 

Tim. I thought your Worſhip had given me the Liberty of Ex- 
preſſing my Thoughts. | 

Grip. If I did Sirrah, what then? I take it now back again, I 

will be Maſter of my own Family, I ſay. © 

Tim. Then, Sir, I am Dumb. 

Grip. Not ſo neither Sirrah The Lad will» never Learn 
his Duty. I tell you Sirrah you ſhall ſpeak. D' ye take me for 
the Great Tarꝶ, that Tle have no Servants that cannot anſwer 
but in Nods and Sos and other ſtrange Grimaces, ſpeak Sirrah I ſay. - 

— Tim. Speak; why I know not what to ſay. 

* Grip. How Sirrah, not know what to ſay, d'ye give your ſelf 
\ | whole-fail to the Devil withour Article? did you learn this in 
1 my Family? 
| Tim. Iwas a fault; Sir. 

Grip. Well, Sirrah, to confeſs is the firſt ſtep to amendment 
and I'm glad to find that one ſign of growing good, where I ne're 
expected any, But my gracious Son Heclor is ſtill Erring, and 
never acknowledging. And yet *rwas his Mother's fault too 
when ſhe was Young. _. 1 | 

Tim. 'Tis impoſſible Sir to find me a Man without Infirmities, 

Grip. Tis ſo indeed Timothy. | 

Tim. And tho? your Son Lives like a Gentleman. 

Grip. That is a Rake now adays. 

Tim. Hes ſeldom found but in the Company of diſcreet Men, 
1 muſt ſpeak well of him though againſt the Hair of my Con- 
ſcience: For ſhouꝰd the ſurly Knave come to know I had us'd him 
otherwiſe, He'd beat me into Mummy next time he came home 
Drunk. 5 | Grip. 
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Grip. But look ye, Sirrah, what is diſcretion now? 
Tim. To be Prudent, Witty, Generous, Complaiſant; in ſhort 

Grip, Fidles, Sirrah, will that purchaſe an Eſtate in a formal 

Fool: he that's Mad by Rules to be preferr'd to one made ſo by 
Nature ? | | | 

Tim. Iv'e done; your Worſhip's Wiſdom can better Judge of 
things than mine.— ee e OA 8 N 

Grip. Well Sirtah, very well ſaid! You confeſs a double truth 
and I think ſufficiently known to the World. | 

Tim. Now he comes. I've known his Humour theſe ſeven - 
Years, and can Mould him into that Form that beſt ſerves my 
purpoſe ;— No, I thank Heav'n Pve not ſo much of the Block- 
head in me as fome People are pleasd to think; I can find out 
the ſmall difference betweena modern Wit, and an ancient Mad- 
man, and can fingle out a Man like your Worſhip, eminent in 
Judgment from the common Herd, who ſeem Ignorant of moſt 
(if not all) things. 5 

Grip. Right again Timothy; I profeſs this is a notable Servant; 

Tim, And by Conſequence Sir, I find your Son (whoſe dull 
Head ſufficiently proves his Mother's Honeſty, if I durſt tell him 
ſo) may very well claim your affection as the reward of his Duty. 

Grip. I profeſs, Sirrah tis well ſpoken in ſo bad a Cauſe. 

Tim. Your Worſhip has taught me ſometimes to qe Eloquent. 

Grip. Nay, the Truth ort is, I Love a Flouriſh ſometimesy a 
Gilded ſmooth Tongue is very uſeful in the way of Buſineſs; it 
ſhould be more a Merchant's than a Lawyer's Study. And thou 
can'ſt witneſs Timothy, I always improv'd my Talent to the beſt 
advantage — . © ; 

Tim. How Sir? | | 2 

Grip. Why I Swore toa Cavalier, Sigh'd toa Phanatick, I Was 
an Atheiſt to a Wir, a Saint to the Hypocrite, a Pimp to the 

Whoremaſter, a Knave to the Courtier, and in ſhort, Timothy, 1 
chang'd into all the ſhapes of the Time, and fitted my Humour 
and my Conſcience to every Cuſtomer. | | 

Ii. That required Art and Labour, Sir. 

Grip. Why a Friend of mine, an Huneſt Lawyer taught me the 
Arr, and the love of Money gave me Patience ro endure the ta- 
tigues of conſtant diſſimulation— Ha! what an Heatheniſh Noiſe * _ 
there is? —— Lack a day, tis the-Lad Heco. God forgive 
me has he got Drunk ſo early in the Morning? Well, I ſhall be 
Eaten up a Live — Timothy? 2 "HE WE 


Tim. Here Sir. [Violine and Taoboys within. 
Grip. Run Sirrah d'ye hear my Paſſing- Bell ſounded in the back 
C 2 Room 
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Room, my Money ſquander d and all loſt by that Yo Prodi al? N 
Tin ell, Sir, eee 5 0 ung 'S 9 
Grip. Then you are here {till Sirrah ? lack aDay! Þ elk broke | 
looſe! call my Guard Sitrah, call my good Friend. wy 
Tim. Whom Sir? 
Grip. Lack a day, the Lad's verily Demented! whom Sirah, 
my Medſer I fſay. 
7 _ Tim. Hes your good Friend indeed But a better one to 
WY. my Mittreſs. But hang: t, a Friend in a Corner is what we all 
I _ defire Exit. 
| 1 I profeſs Ive a good mind now to ſwinge the Rogue my 
_- | felt. He 18 been in the Tavern all Night, and now comes reel- 
.$ ing home like a Country Knight after a Drinking Match. | 
2 Enter Medler and Timothy. „ 
Gr rip. Timothy, tell him the Buſineſs. ll be gone, for ſhou'd * 
there be ee in the Affair, It have ng, hand in't. Ughba, 
ugha. [ Exit. | 
"Med. I know 15 Buſineſs is to Correct his "ak Egad 
Im Sick already; but I muſt ſtand tot to maintain my Honour 
and Poſt in the Family. Let me ſee. This Cane will do; a 
„lack a day he comes, I hear him, I will avoid him, for fin his 
Drink ho may ſhed Blood, and I may hang with him. Ex. Grip. 


Eiter 2Qor Drunk , Violens and Hooboys at ſome diſtance. hs 


_ at Hed. She's Happy who's Wedded and nn Bedd ed. of 
2 Ro The Pariſh babe nougbt to ſay to ber : "14 | 
5%  » If ſhe Play by the by, they ne er ask the Cauſe why, 93 

. No or lay it io me nor to you Sin —— | * 


99 


4 1 Play Rogues let me ſee Play any thing, or nothing, 
as one for that —— Ha, honeſt Friend, honeſt Taten Friend I 


BY Ag, morroõw. 
I im; I'm orderd, Sit, by your . "of oughly. | 
Hel. My Father is the Son of my Grandfather, and 1 


am ſome Body's Son or other, and what then? 
Iim. Dear Sir, diſcharge "the Muſick 
Heel. Tio; by, honeſt ;mothy, wilt Dance Wöarby? 


* * * ” 


W 
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Ts 7.1 Hell. Shall > Timothy was t not ſo? | 5 
EY Tim. Ay Br, and ſhall be ſo inſtantly — (bee em ofj. 
Hef, How ! ate you at blows already, adad I hate to he 5 a 
lar in my humour. | | 
VB + Tim. Well, Sir, I ſhall perhaps remember this 85 
. Hell. Ay do dur, aud my that to er your ur Memory {Hicks him. 


Tim. 


bY 
23 


. , : a _ 
A "Xe. ” 5 oe Ces \ a 
1 on * . * 5 T's 
1,9; a * : 4 
- oF, "4 
. — 


P . 
FO » - 
* 


' 5 FX is 5 NE | "Ie" | 2 * Is * 7% * 4 | 
. "y e 
. * * FE 5 "y <» | 3 3 
e at firſt Sigbt. "OF 

Tim. The PbotRellowls a veryGhriſtian one; for he feldom re- 
members any thing that may ptodace a Miſchierous Conſequence. 
Hel. Is there go other Body in the Houſe Timothy 2- | 


* 


Nur. None but your Fhther Sir. l. 


/ 


* 


Hedi. Hang him, he's ſo Old I cant in Honour fight him: but 


now my Sword's out. I'd fain-be doing ſome what. "Pp 
In. But Sir there's no Body in the Family, you wou'd not 
Quarrel as you us d to do with the Bed- poſt? 
Het. Then Honeſt Timothy, I Faith I muſt beat thee, to keep 
my handiinuſe——— Honeit II Nm. l | beats him. 

Tim O Sir, Em your Honeſt Timothy, I'm ſufficiently Beaten 
Indeed. Siri Es $55 SHEETS 

Hef. Then lead me to Bed, I'Il fleep half an hour and then to 
the Bottle again. But now I think ont I have not left one farthing. 

Tim. This is a very orderly way of Living; Sir. 

Hell. Tis fo Timothy, and I ſhall be as much of a Gentleman 
within theſe: few Years as if the Old Curmudgion my Father had. 
been Knight and Barroner. She's happy who's Wedded, &c. 
(Singing) ſupported by Timorby. . [ Exeunt. 
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ACT = 
8 C EN E, the ft. 4 of 
. Enter Sir Nicholas Empty and Meliſſa, | 
Sir N.. WY Siſter—— But that Word ſounds ſo Clownith + 


. 


- Meliſſa, or Madam, will do better. 
Meli..What you pleaſe Sir. 5s | # 
Sir Ni. Ay, that's Right, Sir, is ſomething, or Sir Nichols 
Empty may be ſometimes very fitting; but for half my Eſtate I 

wou'd not have you call me Brother. * | 
Aeli. Why Sir, I have nor diſhonoufd my Family? 
Sir Ni. Diſhonour d, and Family, theſe are two ſuch: ftrange- 
Words too! why what a heavy dull genius you have: You fob 
low the Age Madam at ſuch a diſtance, one wou'd Swear you 
were afraid of being thought Witty. | | 
Meli. How wou'd you have me expreſs it Sir? 
Sir Az. Why thus Madam, and with this Tone or Languiſh- 
ing Voice, upon my Soul Sir Nicholas I'd rather be — the 
Number of the Dead O, no, no upon my Soul Sir 


Id rather be in the Region of ſhadows, than be guilty of dimi- 
. er; a niſhing - 
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9 Love at firſt Sight. 
niſhing the Luſtre no Glory of our Houſe. * 
Meli. That does better, indeed, Sir. n 5 

Sir Ni. O fye, much better, tis ſo far from the Ordinary 
Road; but Madam, I have not yerfiniſh'd the Story of Mr. Couri- 
ly, the Man's deſperately in Lore. | 

Meli. With whom Sir? el 9 5 

Med. Lou are the Lady. But Madam to be ingenious in the 
Matter, tis but a mean Conqueſt: Half the Town can Plead 
ſome intereſt in the Gentleman; he has Lov'd and Promis'd libe- 
rally this ſeven Yeats, and to Marry him were indeed the way to 
Mortification- Your Cloſet wou'd be an Apothecary's Shop 
where every Drugg wou'd be a Memento of paſt Lewdneſs, and 
your Bed a very Charnel-houſe - ; 25 | 

Sir Ni. Nay, now my dear Friend, you are too ſevere; your 
Satyr has too much Edge upon't: The Gentleman's a piece of a 
Wit, and Honourable Love ſhou'd not be decry'd. I hate to Sin 
like a Porter, that's Damnable ; But to fin in State and like a Gen- 

tleman I hope is Venial. , 

Meli. Vices are to be abhor'd under every ſhape, and no advan- 
tage can render Deformity agreeable : - wr | q 

Sir Ni. O Mr. Medler Pm fick. Perfectly fick, out of or- 
der! Did you obſerve that Religious Air with which ſMe ſpoke ? 
Egad tis ſo unlike a Gentlewoman, that a Country Lady who had 
only been three ſhort Minutes at Court wou'd be heartily aſham'd 

to talk ſo when ſhe went don again to her Husband. 

Hah! Mr. Courtiy: | 
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| Enter Countly : | 

Cour. To be welcome where there's ſuch agreeable Company 
is a Bleſſing, the happieſt Man on Earth wou'd Sigh for. 

Sir Ni. That's a Complement to the fair Meliſſa. 

Med. That Sentence Sir has gain'd the Knight ; you have indeed 
an admirable cunning way with you. N 

Cour, How! Sir, Tpeak to Knaves and Fools. +» 
R Meli. He ſhows yet one ſign of Honour in his Contempt of 
flattery. | a» Fes 

Cour. I muſt Confeſs I wiſh'd to find the fair Meliſſa here, but 
durſt not hope it wou'd beſo. kd 
Mel:. And I preſume, Sir, had ſhe heen abſent you had not been 
leſs Fortunate. a” 5 
Cour. Why Madam, what Man does not wiſh to fee that thing 
he Loves? does not the Miſer under the Covert of a Gloomy 
Night ſteal thro' loneſome ſhades ſecure from fears to view his 
Darling Treaſure ?It he finds it he's bleſt, and if tis gone he mourns 
bc. then are a Lovers Joys who ſees the Nobler Object of his 
Wiſhes? | 


% 
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Sir Ni. Lord, -Medler! How Miſerably poor Lovers look? 
exttbyoitow is Withing, Whining, Praying, and ſhowing all the 
ondneſs of a ap, Boy, who begs ſome gawdy trifle; Well, Iwiſh 
I had ne'er ſeen Ce/inda, for I ſhall looſe-my ſelf, my Honour and 
my Wit in this mighty Labyrinth of Love. _ 
Med. The Gentleman has not your way with him, Sir Nicho. 
las, If he had, where ere he pla&d his Love twou'd be attended 
with Succeſs. | | 
Sir Ni. To Love well is not the Way to gain a Woman: To 
.* Court well is indeed the Buſineſs, and I think when a Man attacks 
a Lady's Heart with a Noble Indifferency, he's ſure to be Conque- 
rour. _ | 
Med. That's Certain Sir. Perſue a Woman and ſhe Naturally | 
flyes from you, run from her, and ſhe'll follow. They hate what 
they may have with eaſe, and only covet what they can't Enjoy. - 
ir Ni. O fye, Mr. Medler if the Ladies heard you 
Enter Lovewell. | 
. Ha! my Dear Lovewe//Pm glad your arriv'd to relieve two per- 
ſecuted Lovers, for I am apt to think Meliſſa is ſo ſtrongly aſſaulted 
ſhe knows not how to defend her ſelf, and can't in Honour Yeild,. 
and your Friend has doubtleſs exhauſted all his Oaths and Compli- 
ments, and is ready to abandon the Seige till he muſter new force. 
Love. By all my hopes of future Joys Pm to find him 
here! His Stars and mine have Joyntly wiſtYd it fhou'd be fo, for 
in his ſucceſs lyes ruin, and in his Loſs, but a few ſhort Sighs and 
heavy Hours which time at laſt removes.— Well, for Friend{hip's 
fake and his ſafety I will be indeed Unmannerly. | 
Med. Wou'd the Devil had gotten this fellow laſt Night, and 
then I had not been Plagu'd with him this Morning. He has 
ſome Honour tho he has no Religion, and therefore my Enemy; 
I expected a better Dinner from GripealPs Friend than himſelf, and 
now I'm diſappointed. , Exit. 
Love. Jack, it ſeems you have been this Day a Priſoner to the 
fair Lady when Bufineſs Lyes abroad feglected? 
Meli. Tm not an Enemy to the Gentleman's Liberty Sir. 
Love. Then my Friend may walk down Stairs Madam. The 
Gare ſtands open. | 
Meli. Doubtleſs Sir, and you may wait upon him if you pleaſe. 
Love. And I will do ſo Madam. For I was ne'er ſo farr be wil - 
der d in a Lady's Chamber, but I cou d find the way out again. 
Cour. By Heav'n Sir vou | | 
Love. Lord Man, you forget Buſineſs abroad. A Friend of yours 


waits for you at the Koſe, one that can do you Service in your Amour. 
Cour, Quick, his Name? oY 


Love. 


16 e 0% 855 ; 

Love. A good Dinner and 1 Bottle of maſt Chriſtiod L 
Meli. The Gentleman Si ſeems to be your: Faignd, lbs 
advice, and remember your Buſineſs bettet for the furure. Basin 
the mean time believe that. Aleiſſa is not of an Humour ſo perfectly 


eaſy as you it ſcems wou'd have her. rn 
Cour. For Heaven's ſake, Madam fan: by all that's' ſhe's 
gone! Curſe on your unrenſonable freedem Sir. 


Love. And your unmanly fears. What at odds with thy Friend I 
for a Miſtreſs? now I know Courtly,. before, it ſeems l did not, 1 


thought our Friendſhip had been wWound up to one height, the? 


fix d, not to be undone again at will or when gur e wild 
it? 
Cour. So did. Sir, but you it ſeems ou break what 000 
not be untyed ? 
. Love. No Sir. But I cqu'l give an anſwer,which tho it right 
pleaſe lefs.wou'd have more of Truth in . „ 7 446 
Cour, Then I Lye Sir? | 

Love. What 2901 think of that kind lis to tell, in ſuch a 
place as this.. In. the open Field I cou d have ſav d you che labour 
of gueſſing a Truth you know to well. 8 

Sir Ni. Gentlemen? Dam me——— this 8 : 
Egad Gentlemen you ſhall not fight, I hope Mr. Coxrrly and 
you Mr. Lovæmell you wear Swords for an Ornament not preſent 
ul AY Let me dy: they look not Beauiſh, they are not long and 
brittle 
* Cour. The open Field? thar'sa bare ſhift to ſhoot off preſent 

arger. 

dir Ni. Fighting i is unlike a Gentleman, Fead my Friends Beaus 
neveefight in earneſt. - They have ſome little handy ſquabbles, 
or attack the Enemy by. way of Satyr to prove their Wits, not 
Wen Courage. Mhy a pointed Steel is a Butcher's not a Lovers. | 

eapon. 

. e beg your Pardon Sir, my Judgment was nor Maſter of 

my Paſſion; I ought to has remember'd chat! 8 in Mele: 

ſits S Lodging and yours. | . 

Lore. Then Sir, owe, your ſafety, to your Memory. But q 
Man of Courage {:1dom bears ſuch an one abr him. $5422 5 

Sir N7. Lord M.. Lovewell you are ſo ey Chagren! Let we 
Dye I know not what to ſa n 

Cour. Nay George now [ begin to c. my Feaver's almaſt 
bY 8 _ you wou'd have it back again: That is not the Ottice of 
a Frien 

Love. Friend ? when I did it, you Curſt me for 05 is 

ur. Was't an effect of Friendſhip then. l 


5 
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Love. 


may 
ihe at fit Sight. 17 
Tei For ſuch 1 ͤeſign it. 12 
ur. Then I've been faulty, and he Pardod, G 
Love, Nay; now you ſhall not. The 2 t was alle, and "I onght. 
brit to 2 Forgiveneſs. 
Tought to have 0 thy Humour: 5 

— Bur. I ſhould have remembred your Love to Meliſſa. 

Cour. Fhy miſtaken Friendſhip ſpur'd thee on to keep me from a Hen 93 
My becauſe thou didſt not think it ſuch. | Wh” 

Love. But a gentler Method might have been us'd: I was nn too 
baſty. But you can yet forgive ? 

Cour. Then we are Friends again. . | 

Love. No, we always were Friends, *twas bot a little Sally of the | : 
Soul; now ſhe retreats, and ware at perfect Peace again. BY 
| Sir Nich. Gentlemen, let me dye, I'm happy-in being the laſtru- | 
ment of your Reconciliation, for 1 had been puzzled how to be- 
thave my ſelf. My Sword was not for Buſineſs, and in the Fight I 
had- undoubtedly diſordered my Cravat and 'Perriwig; and then you 
know how Ill and Clowniſhly a Man looks——. But Mr. Courtiy, you 
look ſo damnably Melancholy, Pl] ſwear Pm ſorry for ye; l' 
do you all the Office of a good Friend, by endeavouring to ey 

incens'd Miel. ſſa. 

Cour. Sir, l'm much your Debtor for that offer you make me. 

Sir Nich. Well, Sir, leave that to my Care. ju the mean time, 
Gentlemen, I'm for the Roſe. Let me ſee, tis paſt One a Clock: O 
Lord, now 1 think on't, Pm Appetiz'd. [pulls out his Watch, 
© Love. 1 have not ſeen old Gripeall as I intended; I moſt therefore be 


_ a Minute or two; that . Pll fly 7% IEx ent. 1 


8 © E N E. II. * 
Gripeal and Timothy. 


the 


Spe Why, Sirrab, ſhould not my Win be a Law * my own Fa- 
mily ? May not I give 1 my own Daughter to whom I pleaſe.? But my 
Servants are become ſo ſtrangely Witty, Rr a Fool a- 
mongſt em if 1 Exert not my Authority. | 

Dm. 1 hope, Sir, you don' t ſuſpect my Fidelity and good actiations | 
to your Service? | 

Gripe. No, Timothy, 1 d0 not, indeed, ſuſpe& the. 

Tim. And yet; Sir, I have hitherto in vain warn'd you, nay, beg'd 
you wou'd beware of that ſubtle Kaave Medler. 

"Oe How, nm 1 ſay he's * _—_ Pee Mor a Man: that looks 

"OY 5 n naar - 


N 


3 6 . 


narrowly after my Affairs; and you'r 4 Rogue,' Sirrah. 0. WhO 
wou'd rob your Neighbour of his Reputation. _ = 

Tim, Ay, ay, Sir, a very good Friend, and one who lock after your. 
Wife's Affairs more narrowly than he ought to do: 

Gripe. Then, Sirrah , Gad-a-merey-! The Lad has laid aſide all 
Signs of Duty and Reſſ pect, due to a diſcreet Maſter . Sirrah, 
wou'd you call your Miſtreſs a——, bleſs me! the very Word's abo- 
minable, and your Maſter is a Monſter ; derne and ee then 
inſeparable Companions ? 'Lack-a- day! 8 5 

Tim. [am Dumb, Sir. 

Gripe. But you ſhall not, Sarrah, you ſhall ſpeak fy and'quickly too, 
my Wife you ſay is Navght ? | 
Hp | will not poſlitively affirm. it, but. am much affraid it may 

o. 

Gripe. Atraid verily ſo am I, Timothy. The Woman' $Syoung,. 
no Cares oppreſs her Mind; continued Eaſe and Health, and my old. 
Age- may ſtir her up to Lewdneſs: Tis poſſible, Timothy, 

Tim, Tis ſo, Sir——. Now could I' get this Mealer excluded Pd: - 
be ſole Governour of the Houſe. 

 Gripe. And yet Jam not fo very feeble, Ti e.. 

Tim. Ay, Sir, but you're very Old. 

Gripe, Very old; Sirrab, is Fifty ſo very much? 

Jim. Tis enough, Sir, but Seventy is more. 

Gripe. How, Sirrah ! I proteſt the Lad is Mad; ' wou'd you * 
my Age better than l do my ſelf? Do Iwalk like Seventy? Look, Sir- 
rah, and anſwer Conſcientiouſly. ' [Struts up and down. J. 

Tim. No, I faith, you tread as firmly as a Man of Thirty.. 

Gripe, Very good, I profeſs this is a 1 8 8 Servant. But, Times. | 
thy, will my Wife think fo? | 


Tim. Every body elſe wou'd, Sir. | 
Gripe. And I hope ſhe is not fo very unreaſdnable as not to truſt her 


own Eyes? But, Timothy, when a Woman will be wanton, no Art, no 
Argument can prevail. Call my Friend, /I muſt commit hor to his Care, 


the Man has ſome Grace and may———.. 1 

Tim. What, Sir? | 634 „lim 

Gripe.. What, Sirrah ? Are you Deaf ? 1a call che Man, ny 197 

Tim. My. Miſtreſſes.Man, Sir? | 

Gripe. This Servant of mine is worth nothing * he's a perfett Strans 
ger to his Duty. Seventy Quotha ! Let me ſee——, I was nimble in 
Oliver's Days, and I hope 1 am not quite faiłd; well, I will try't now 
for a fancy, and to humour my ſelf. If I can mount this Joiat-ftool then 
m but Eight and Forty, and my Wife ſhall know 1 am not much de, 
cay'd if L cannot then I will confeſs my {elf Fifty and ſome odd 8 


Ya! & Lord Fe undone ! This Body of mine is aral braid: Ha! 


Loos at 1, Shs 15 


Ha! Mr. Medbr; you ſer Pm gone! kid, Mr. 2th perfectly Slain ! 


De the Stool, 4 
| Enter Medler, aud Timothy:” x 
"Tim, The Cauſe, Sir, from whence proceeds your Milady: 
3 Gripe. Oh fad! a ſuddain Qualm; the Ague, or the Govt, or ſothe- 
thing. 
Tom Where are you pain'd, Sir? 
Gripe. All over Man——, Ingeniouſly I ſhall nefer kay ſo biek 
a ain. 12 8 
175 im. Well, Age i is a ſad Diſeaſe . Your Worſhip will dye. 
How, Sirrah, Dye? I hope you lye, your Impudence, and you 
mall now, Sirrah, by the weight of this Cane, I am not ripe for 
Death. Criſes ſi daainly] 
Tim, Remember, Sir, that ſuddain Paſſion may encreaſe your-Pain. 
Gripe. lngeniouſly I'm. whole, perfectly Cur'd [ 4 will dye 
Qpotha? I can walk to U Sirrah, to ſee you hang'd 
Tm. I beg your Worſhip ten thouſand Par ardons, had 1 not lov'd you 
I had not fear'd your Death. 27, 1 
Gripe. Ha!] Timothy what ſa yt? _ | 
Tim, None but a Fool — love his Maſter den the Rehard con- 
ſiſts in Threats. © [Orys both] 
Gripe. Lack-a-day, tis a good Lad, a very affectionate SerVant. 
Med. He diſſembles, Sir, and your eaſie Humour gives him too much 
Encouragement. 
2 I profeſs ingeniouſly it may be Gre Timothy, you are 
a Knave. e 
Tim. Very good, Sir. 
Gripe. And an HypocriteG. 
Tim. Right, Sir. | 
Gripe. Why, Mr. Medler, d'ye think « the Lad Diſembles? Call. m 
Wife, Sirrah? Exit. Timet 5 
Med. By that Friendſhip. between us, Sir, doubt her Virtue — 
Gripe. And I believe not without Cauſe; but I hope you watch her 
harrowly, and can, give me a faithful account of her Behaviour. 
Med. She Prays much. 
Gripe. That's a bad Sign; A Religious Cloack i is the beſt covert of 
Infirmities. 
Med. She goes often to Church. 
Gripe. And you wait upon her thither. 

Med. Always. ; Y 
Gripe, And did you never ſee her Leer and Ogle, put her Book to 
her Mouth and Smile with her Eyes, then put up her Hand to hide a 

Bluſh, and fink her Head as if ſhe mumbled o'er a Prayer. 


Med, No. 
D 2 3 Gripe. 


Fs 


% Ie e be 
. - . Gripe. Then upon what ſcore d'ye queſtion her Integrit :; 
* Med, She's much given to reading in private. "SIR 

| Gripe, Sermons | hope. e 
- Med. No, Sir, Plays, Novels, Romances, and Poems ingumerable: - 


A Gripe. Lack:a-day, . a very. infallible. ian of a fleſhly, Mind; Tm a. 


Cuckold! 
| Enter Elizabeth. _ ep. qr: 
Ha!-Obſerve what a bewilching Eye there is, ſincerely I'm muck. a- 
feraid, for this World wants not wicked Elders to tempt the Chaſt Su- 
ſama's. Wife, no Elizabeth, let me call you by that Name till I know 
if. you deſerve the other. SIT ONTO | 
Elix. Sir, I'm already ſenfible of my. Misfortune: Your Weakneſs - 
proves the Ruin of my Honour; nor can your on eſcape when tis. . 
committed in truſt to one who makes it his Buſineſs to.deſtroy.it——. - 
Med. Meaning me it may be, Madam. | wt: 
Elix. Yes, Sir, and did he not doat. upon his own Rum; Did he not 
raeſtly covet a Civil War in his Houſe, and wiſh a Torment to him 
elf, he. wou'd.not give Credit to ſo baſe a Man. 1 
Gripe, Mum, Elixabeth, when you abuſe others to excuſe your ſelf; 
*tis but a weak Argument to prove your Innocence. „ 
Mrs. Gripe, Wou'd any Woman, whoſe Honour has been always 
8 dieearer to her than Life it ſelf, and who has entertain'd no other thought 
| than how to Pleaſe her Husband, and Merit his utmoſt Confidence, ſee - 
her Virtue ſo much Abus'd, her Love ſo ill Repaid, and not run Mad 
with Grief? 8 2 | '$ nn 
Gripe, Back- a-day, Poor Heart, ſhit weeps —— 
Enter Hector, Fidelia and Timothy. _ 
Come here, Sirrah. | Wy | | 
580 -; Stand where you are; move not from your Poſt, I ſay. 
Tim. Now, Sir, be brisk, Remember you was a Gentleman this 
Morning, when you came from the Tavern; I hope your Wits, as uſu. 
ally they do, are not fled with your Wine? 85 mY 
Gripe. Hem; I have not forgot that Speech I prepar'd Yeſterday>--. 
| lhave call'd you together for my own Quiet and your Inſtruction. 1 
have a very unruly Family, and I muſt beware of giving Offence to my 
Neighbours ; that is, I will have a thorough Reformation in my Houſe. 
I have been an old Sinner, and you were fent me, Sirrah, as a Puniſh- 
ment for the Tranſgreſſions of my Youth... Lack-a-day, you both plead 
Guilty by your Silence; What, have you nothing to fay-? He! The 
World ſteps in between me and a good: Deſign. . 
| Enter Lovewell. 
_ Pve ſome little Money: Byſineſs, with this Gentleman, but you may 


Say here. 


* 


EF Low at 4 fot Sie: | | 

Love. Ha! What's here? By this Light Fas/Thunder-ffeuck; thers's 
ſomething at my Heart ſo ſtrangely new, Iknow:not what to think 

Gripe. Run, Timothy, bring the large nne Juk-Standith, 
Now, Sir, let us end that Affair. 

Love, By all my Hopes Tm Loſt ; What! brought meinto this places ** 
But ſtay ; I hope ſhe's not a. Womam | 

Gripe. The Money, Sir, will amount tom—=, | 

Love, Money ! 'tis meer Traſh, Sir--, yet-ſhe muſt ** 4 Woman ; 3 
there's ſomethiag that ſpeaks her Fleſh and Blood; and Fender, ev'n to 
Love. 

Fide. There's ſomething i in this Stravger's Face ſo confuv'd, and et- 
ſo very Agreeable, I know not what to think ognf't——. . He pt me 
with Concern, and I'm pleas'd to find it ſo. 

. Gripe, But as I was ſaying; Sir, *twill amonnt to —. 

Cove. What you pleaſe, Sir.—, the Book is not yet come What. 
is't 1 feel- ? That's a needleſs Queſtion now I think on't : Can any 

Man ſee ſo much Beauty and not Love? Ha! Love? Then Pl] ba 
gone; That Word bears Deſtruction in the very Sound on't———. 

By all thats: Good Im- chain'd'! £cannot ; but I will go———. - 
Sir, I've- forgot my Papers, 1 your pardon: Pl wait on you after! 
Dinners. + Exit. haſtily. - By 

Gripe. Lacka day, the Man muſt be Mad. But after Dinner the Bu- 
ſineſs ſhall he diſpatch'd. 

Fide. He's gone and I'm ſorry fort; Methiaks 1 ſee bim 2; 
Whither has my Weakneſs hurried me? For now Ihad 1 Lore 
Perhaps the ſame Power that wounded me reſolved he ſhou'd be mine, 
and that diſorder which he ſhew'd was, perhaps, an Effect of his infant 
Paſſlon ; yet, it may be but the faint Reſſemblance of ſome bags 
| pier . and he but thought of her he lov'd and not of me. 


Re-enter Timothy with the Book.” 


 Gripe. You're a lazy Fellow, Sirrah. But, layft aſide, the Geatles - 
man's gojne——. Now to other Buſineſs; . Hettor, ungracious Bex, 
Aeftort © 
Hell. Here, Sit. EY k | 
Gripe, Pm your Father; What fay you, Sitrah? "I 
Heft, Ay. ; | 
Gripe. Pre. gain'd an Eſtite for you. 
_ Hum. 

orgs And now-you are come to Years of Diſcretion. 

Ay, Sir. 

Gripez You muſt endeavour to add to*t. 
Het, Yes, Sir. 


1 as 2 "Lowe 1 Sigh: 
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Gripe, Pre therefore found a Wife for you. 
 Hef#, What you pleaſe, Sir. 
Gripe.-Sir Nicholas Empty's'Siſter. The Man owes me a | conſiderable 


Sum; that, and his Siſters Portion, will eat up his whole Eſtate. 
ve Order'd Timothy to ſpeak to him about it, for the Buſineſs muſt be 


diſpatch'd &'er the young Man gain The, and fee his own Danger. 


Is not the Project good? 


Heft. Ay, Sir. Þ 

Gripe. T . there's the Key of my black Cheſt, you'll find a Suit 
of Cloths in't fiting for a Bridegroom; I've had em by me theſe Forty 
Years, bring my fine Sword too you know them, Sirrah ? - | 

Tim. Very well, Sir. 

Gripe. Be in readineſs preciſely by two a Clock, and look you, Sirrab, 
becauſe you may have ſome uſe for Money, ſhou'd the young Man take 
you to the Tavern, there's, let me ſee—;, there's a Shilling, and 
come not home now with a * of —_— when I give you 
Money go ſupport your Credit. | 

Hef. No, Sir. | 

Gripe. Fidelia, this Morning Sir John Single caine to \ Town, [ expected | 
him to Dinner; but it ſeems he's reſolv'd to pay his firſt Viſit this Af- 
ternoon. He and I were old Companians, I dare anſwer for the Man; 
he's well skill'd in his own Affairs, and in his own way will make a 
notable Husband for you ; for your old Batchelors know beſt how- to 
Rule young Wives. Come, Sirrah, give me thoſe Papers which con- 
cern Sir Nicholas Empty. | 

_ Tim. Why, Sir, you have them in your own Cloſet. 

 Gripe. Lack-a-day, that's true. | profits I had forgot my ſelf, and 

'tis no wonder: 1 


Old Age and Care together ſtill we find, 

This "waſtes the Body, That Deſtroys the Mind; 

Inſenſible of both, we #ill live on, © 1 
- Kyow no Decay whilit after N zalth we A 

And oO Our ſelves, at la, to raiſe a n Son. 


The End of the Second A CT: 
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064 im. See L 
Sir Nicholas Kinpty and Medler meeting... 


I Nicholas We are opnorinugly. met, Mr. Medier, "kT 
Med. We are ſo, ga for I was juſt about to wait upon you at 
your Lodgings. 

Sir Nich. Why, have you ſeen Celinda chen? | 
- Med. No l'faith, Sir, but I ſhall wait upon her this Afternoon: 

Sir Nh. O my dear damnable Friend, I'm your very humble Servant. 

Med. But, Sir, Pre a'Commiſſion from Mr. Gripeall that: very much. 
concerns you. 

Sir Nich. Well, that muſt be Buſineſs; rays my Friend; 90 not kill 
me with ſo mean a thought as that of worldly Intereſt: Tis the Em- 
ployment of a low minded Fellow to any 2 Brains, and. Time, for 
Money; Ill have nothing in my Head but Wit and Love. 

Med. But to th Buſineſs in hand, Sir, you remember that Sum due: 
JO —_— uo 

Sir Nich. O ſad! Mr. Medler, wou'd you diſturb me; remember 
In much his Debtor, but to talk of Particulars is ſo unbecoming . 

1 Ay, but Sir, I muſt tell you, that 


Sir. Mich. Ah, Mr. Medler————, Good Lord! ſo, I'm a already a Man 


of Buſineſs, a ſlovenly Lump of Clay, that violent Motion of the Body 


has ſo diſorder'd every thing about me , Egad I'm afraid I ſhall: 2 


not know my ſelf: , there's no Glaſs here 1 find. 

Med. The Principle Sum amounts to 4090 , the jntereſt 

* = ich, Oh Horrible ! Wou'd you talk of ſo much Money to a Man 
In Love 
_ Ad. And this, Sir, muſt be preſently. paid. 
Sir Nich. Did you ever hear of a Wit, Mr. Medler, that "aid ſo 
great a Sum ? 4000 Pounds! As I hope for Mercy I never thought up- 
on't before; it may be twenty or one for avght I know. Iremember 
one Day, indeed, when I was about to pay a viſit to a young Lady- 
in Coven- Garden Church, | ſubſcrib'd a huge rabble of Papers. 

Med. And did you not read em, Sir? 

Sir Nich. What a dull Queſtion that is? ln half that Time all had 
been loſt that was valuable about me. 

Med. Hou, Sir? You did 99 run the hazard of being robbd 
lg. his Houle? 


Sie: 
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A NG Sight. 
Sir Mech. how blockit you are to Day, my Friend? The Spictts 


| If all theſe Perfumes, neceſſary to compleat a Beau, bad been 

RCs 1 y - Evaporated-; my Wig, Gloves, | ercheif, and every 
Thing 2 We 

h Med. A Conſideration truly, 7, Sir, and a a Neceſſary for 

| NY arts. A mean Diſh wou 


had been plain and uſeleſs. 


d be nobly Gergiitd. and 
a Coward may paſs for a Man of Courage when drefs'd in Armour— | 
But ſtill, Sir, the Money muſt be paid inſtantly, Of— 
2 gol 8 leb. Gr what, my. Friend? pray let it a * or oy from 
vſigeſs. - 
. Med...Or give your Sitter to is Son Heftor. 
Sir Nich. Hum —, Is he a Wit, my E Friend? 
Aed. No, Sir; but he's a Brother of . 
Sir Nich. "What 2-.a.Phylician, | 
Med No, Sir, .a Fool, 
Sir Wich. A Foo; but s pollible he may " «Witt. 
. Med. Doubtleſs, Sir, , poſſible. 3 
Sir Mech. Then ſhe's his upon my Honour. GO 
Med. And Mr. Caurtiy muſt quit his Pretenſions? 
Sir Nich, Let me dye, you diſtrat me fo; now. [ think at lor 
Io Comrely, and always promiſed him my Allikance. . | 
Med. Why, Sir, hes not a Wit? 2; 
Sir Nich. Tis true, he's damnably ſolid : he thinks FRY hates 
a Wench, and wou'd rather hear a Sermon than a Play. Now by all 


- os 


theſe Marks tis .eafie to know the Man is not a Wit — 


Med. Ha | Liſten, Sir, I bear the old Knave in the next Romũ3 


if he has any Buſineſs be'll come into this, and you'll be ſo harraſs'd a- 


bout that Money. 5 
Sir Weh. O my Friend, lets Tun to the Tavern, or hither 


-you pleaſe, I hear the unwelcome Noiſe already. [Exunt.] 


Emer Gripeall, and TimAAE with Books. 


' Gripe. You have the Books, '7imothy ? s, 
Tim. Yes, Sir, your Spectacles are within the big one. 
Gripe Take the Waſte-Book ; 1here, Sarrah, look Mk Leven, 


what Page 
Enter Lovewel. ; 
. I fee Buſineſs will ſpoil my Deſign. The fair Balle is not 
and now, methinks, I'm loſt ; where's all that Conſtancy I've of- 

2 et, ? Im already a Womans Slave, W "thay away. _. 

rk, Why, Sirrah, have you not found it. ER Ins, 
Tim. No, Sir, tis not here. | 
fo a, You're a notable Servant indeed, Sarah, James vod ta. 
" Tim, That may be, be's ui Wade Bt. 


— 


- «Grize. How, Sirrah. ; I know your meaning, you fwey—, talk fo 
of my Wife. 

Love. Ha, ha, ha, your humble Servant, Sir; what? in Anger. 

Gripe. Your Servant Mr. Lovewel;: ingenioufly-the Fleſh ſometime will 
prevail, and I'm ſorry fort. A Chair——. Come, Sirrah, lend 
me the Book You went away, Sir, very ſtrangely ia the. Fore- 
noon, L hope you're in Health. 

Love. Yes, yes, Sir—, but ſtill my Mind's ; diſorder'd: Love i is the 
very Fever of the Soul, and! am ſick ev'n to Madneſs . Curſe on this 
unruly Weakaeſs ! I'm become 'a Fool, and 

Gripe. Ay, ay, here tis; let me ſee the Ledger , ſo bag 
Mr. Lovewell per Bond 300 . dated . O Lack. a-day, Sir * Single, | 
you're a true Obſer ver, 

Enter Sir John Single | 
of your Promiſes. This Gentleman is my Friend, Sir Jehn. | 

Sir John. 'Your humble Servant, Sir—. Well, my dear old Boy, 
I'm glad to ſee. thee. Sheart, I have not been in Town theſe twenty 
Years, and yet 1 find thee juſt ſuch an one as l lefrthee, a good, old, 
honeſt Fellow. You can take a Bottle Gripeall. 

q Gripe, Lack-a-day, he'll betray -my ſecret Follies, Timothy ſpeak to 
im. 

Sir John. You're Silent, Man. IF 5 

Gripe. Ican take a moderate Glaſs, Sir John. | © 8 

Sir John. And a Girl in a Corner. [Timothy n aſide to er 

Gripe. Not I, Sir John. | 

Tim. By all means, Sir, a downright ſober Perſon. + | 

: Sir John, I might have gueſs'd that. He was a practical Atheiſt wrt 

Vears and upwards. Well, old Boy, thou canſt drink moderately. 

Gripe. To ſatisfie Nature, Sir Jon. 

Sir John That's good, Boddikias, I bad almoſt forgot ; How jour 
Daughter? ö 
SGripe. Timothy, call Fidelia —, you mal ſee, Sir, a Virtnouwyonng 
| Wenn a Laſs of my own breeding | 

Love. What is this old Fellow my Rival? They talk too very fawi- 
liarly upon the SubjeR. 

Sir John Call my good Brother Hettor too. Ln Tot l 

Tim, Yes, Sir. '{Exir. Timothy 5 

Love. Good Brother quoth'e ? ? then my Ruin's ſealed. and I'm denied 
what's yet to every Man allowed. There's no room for hope, ſince #- 
delia is already doom'd to another's Arms ., ſheenters. My Heart 
beats quick; Love and Anger jointly ſhare my Breaſt and cou d, 

Enter Fidelia. 
Cut this fellow 8 Throat. without remorſe GE onſzience 6.) 
Fide, Ha! the Man Llove here, and he whoſe very Name 1] always 
E | _ hated. 
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- hated. To compleat my Misfortune, his Perſon is velier than 8 er my 
Fancy form'd him, when yet I knew him not. 

Sir John. Zooks, a fine jolly Qnean! Come here, Sweet-heart ; by my 
troth, old Boy, ſhe has a ſweet Breath, and a very ſoft Lip. 

- Love. He wants a Soul when Fi delia's Eyes can kindle no more 
warmth within him. 

Gripe. Fidelia, this is the Man I have often nam d, and wiſh'd to be 
thy Husband. 

Fide. The young Gentleman, Sir. 

Gripe. Lack-a- day, can't you diſtinguiſh a Knight en. 4 private | 
Man? Sir, we can do no Buſineſs till Night. 

Love. But then, Sir, I'm to be emplayed another way. | 

Gripe. Lack-a day! The young Baggage looks always this way— 3 12 
Indeed, Sir, I wou'd not have you ſtay ſo long. 

Love. But indeed, Sir, I will not go away. | 
Sir John. You know, fair Maid, what has br ought me-to Towa, bod 

dikins, I'm ſick on't already, let's therefore diſpatch our Buſineſs ſpeedily, _ 
and then to the. Country again; I have there. a noble Dairy, a brave 
Fiſh-pond, a Pack of fine Hounds, and every thing that readers Life 
deſirable. 

Love. Have you many young Gentlemen and Ladies there, Ar Pe. 

Sir John. Why d'ye ask, Sir? 

Love. To divert your Lady, and to ſupply. the loſs of her Friends . 
in Town. 

Sir John. That's your . way, Sir, not ours. We do not ſeek 
Men to divert our Wives, we ſhift for our ſelves i'th' Country.; 6 
no, no, Foung Lady I'll be in ſtead of Friends. 

Love. Pray Sir, ask the young Lady's Opinion. / 
Sir John. We ne&er conſult our Wives, Sir. Opinion! — | 
ſhou'd have no Opinion. 

Tove Then your Wives are Cyphers, « 

Sir John. No, Sir; but when ſome of 'em Caſt vp Accompts with 
their Friends, Husbands are made Cyphers. 

Ede. You have a very ill Opinion of Women, Sir John, when you 
proclaim it even before your Miſtreſs. 

Sir John. Look ye, Madam, I hope you are a ſi ngular Wann 
But pray, Sir, inform me, is this your way | in Landon, to. give Wm in 
Matters that lye not in your Road, ä 

© Love. Yes indeed, dir. 

Sir John. Boddikins, tis thought very ill ders in the Country, 
and for any thing I know may be ſo in Town too. 

Gripe., That Buſineſs between us, Sir, muſt be delayed. 

Love. But, Sir, 1 muſt wait upon this Gentleman. 


Sir John. Not . me, , Jou may be gone when. you pleaſe; | 
Jock 
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Love at 1 8955 a 
bock ye, Sir, Lcan wait upon my ſelf——. Madam, I hope your 
Heart confirms your Father's choice; he's a wiſe old Fellow, and for 
my part Im reſolv'd to truſt” to him | 2 | 
Gripe, Bona fide, he ſpeaks notably. "$4 
Fide. You think me a Miſtreſs eaſily won, Sir Jobn, or $ Fime 
- flew quick before you, levell'd the Way, and made the Conqueſt eaßs 
Sir John. I hope you're no Child, Madam, to be gain'd with fair Words, 
pretty Toys, Serenades, Balls, and the reſt of ſuch womaniſh Gew- 


AWS. 
x Fide, A Miſtreſs, for whom you'd be at no Pains,” Merits not the 


Honour of being your Wife. 

Sir John. Why look'ſt thee, my Heart, love thee very well. If thou 
canſt do ſo by me 'tis a Bargain, if not, zooks 1 ſay, there's no harm 
done, we are both fit for a new Market. | 
- Gripe, Ingeniouſly he Woes her like a Man of Honour. 

Love. Tis impoſſible Figelia ſhould be his, and yet I cannot hope her 
mine —. Nay, I'm now ſo much a Coward, I dare not embrace this 
golden Opportunity, and. whiſper in her Ear love. 

Fide. That, upon which a future courſe of Life depends, ought not 
to be ſo ſlightly Weigb'd, or ſo inconſiderately Determin'd. OMe. 

Gripe. I profeſs *twas anſwer'd like a diſcreet Girl, Sir Jahn. 

Sir John. That's. certain, old Boy. But a diſcreet Lover is not ſq to 
be fob'd off—. Ay, but, Madam, we 7 tis good ſtriking the Iron 
when tis hot, now it may be i is the Time, or a wiſe Mag ſhou'd ply the 
lucky Minute. 
Fide. But if it proves not ſuch a one, then he procures Hatred not Love. 
Sir John. Adad ſhe's plaguy cunning . That were Cruelty, 
fair Lady, to Entertain a Man ſo ſcurvily for his good Will, 

Fide, *Tis Weakneſs, not Cruelty, to grant all to the Man who only 
aims at his on Advantage. 

Sir John. But if in ſeeking his own he advances yours, what then? 
Fide. When I'm aſſur'd of that I'll know how to treat him. 

Sir John. Is a Man's own Word no Aſſurance in this City? 

Fide. If he gives it upon reaſonable Grounds; but that my intereſt 
ſhould at firſt ſight be dear to him as his own, is not very probable. 
Love. If a Man can love at firſt ſight the caſe is then alter'd, Madam. 


Sir John. Well ſaid young Man, well put in. 
Bde. Yes, Sir, tis poflible a Man may love; but how can I be afſar 


of ſo haſty a Conquelt. 
Love. By continued Services, our very Looks: all our Actions prove 


us Slayes to Love. 
Fide. If I ſhould believe it, yet ſill *tis ado to truſt that Man that 


Loves ſo unreaſonably, and * his Heart on one he knows not; 
2 | Ek May 


„„ * at 2 Jig Sight, 
. | May he not be guilty of the ſame Weakneſs, to noſes give it ta 
„ another: 
Sir John Siacerely, the young Quean wou'd puzzle a Philoſopher. 
Gripe. Tis a fine Girl indeed. 
Love, Von ought moſt to truſt that Man who Loves ſooneſt ; it 
news, Madam, the Effect of a powerful Sympathy: And ſince he 
Iav'd without the Advice of his Reaſon, 'tis not to be fear'd his 
Reaſon can ſet .him. at Liberty. 
Fide. His Judgment may not at all times be aſleep or weak. 
_ Lave, Then Love, Madam, will augment bis Troops, and keep that 
Fort by Force, which at firſt he took by Surprize. 
Fide. Then you wou'd prefer Love without Reaſon, to Love and 
Reaſon jointly mixt, where long Acquaintance, and a perfect Know- 
ledge of your Miſtreſſes Virtues beget Eſteem, which, when arrivd 
to Love, can ne er come back again to Indifference. 
Love. "Doubles, Madam, that's at beſt but a refin'd Friendſhip in- 
ſpir'd by Intereſt; what we chuſe in cold Blood we may diſprove in 
Paſſion, or when a greater Beauty kindles a nabler warmth. 5 
Sir. Jahn. Sir, you have,argu'd the Caſe as if t had been your owa 
Now, Madam, I need not repeat it again, ſay is't a Bargain ? Are you 
pleaſed with your Father's choice. | | 
Lave. Ha! What means. that following Blum I wiſtit- bode me 
well——, Sir, do you- buy Wives io the Country—: 
Sir Fobn, $'beart,. Sir, that's not a Miracle, when there are other 
Men's Wives to be fold here; but you do not love my way of n 
mip perhaps. ü 
Leue. | = not much admire your Method, Sip... 
Sir John. Then you may let it alone, Sir. 
Love, Nay, but Sir, Pm your Well-wiſher. 
Sir John. Ay, but Sheart, Sir, Fm none of yours.- 
Gripe, Look ye, Sir, we can diſpatch no Buſineſs at this Time 
Love. Ay, but Sir, I have the gift of Patience, I muſt perſwade the 
Gentleman that I am his Friend. 
Sir John. Nay for that, look ye, Sir, 'cis a Buſineſs of no a great Moment; 8 
T ſhall go into the Country in two Days, we may never meet again; 
S'heart then what. matter? it if you are mx Friend, or Iam your Friend? 
We ſhall ne'er kiſs a Glaſs. together. 
Love. But, Sir, we may keep a friendly. Correſpondence. by way of:-- 
Sir John. A friendly Correſpondence. | (v7 paſſion]_ 
Lave. You read no ill deſign in my Face, Sir. 
Sir John. No, Sir, but you have a villanous ſort of a Leer that way, 
and-,you ou d fain begin an early Acquaintance with my. Miſtreſs, Sir. 
. Ha! Whom: have we. here? A very; — Gentleman, a Juſtice of. 
| | me _ Lipppoſe... 00 
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n al Eurer Hector and Timothy. EW | 

Gripe, Lack- "> dis my Son, Sir, tis the Lad Aide. . 

Sir Jol. 'Yaung Man come up———; I have not ſeen a Man with” 
2 more fatherly: Air about him. I know not if you have begua as early. 
as.your Father did, who had his Maſter's Dergin with Child in the firſt. 

* of his Apprenticeſhip.- | 
Bripe. Lack-a-day, he will undo — I. was. indeed much 
wrong'd in that Afﬀair.' { | 
Love. Madam, fuch a pair of faſhionable u 
Sir John. A Man muſt not have his Brains in's Pocket, i ia this Town L 
find, Sir, ſtand off, the Room is large enough ——. Now, fair Lady, 
what” s your Reſolution ? [ plead no Honour, no Eftate, I ſtand upon 
your Father's chojce, and the Merit of my Perſon, which in our Coun- 
try is not Contemptible, if I may ſay't, Madaws: - 
Hile. I have already. Laid, Sir, that a Buſineſs of ſo much Conſe- 

vence —. 
» Sir John. Hang Conſequences, 1 fay; What? a Woman's Thought 
ftiou'd be all Extempore , a-thinking Wife is the trouble of, a Fa- 
mily, 

Gripe. Verily; Sir John, I think the young Woman acts reaſonably; 
tis not cuſtomary to yield at firſt, and the World, ye know, is rul'd by. 
Cuſtom; to morrow Morning the Buſineſs ſhall be perfected, there - 
fore Fidelia withdraw, and employ the few remaining Hours in prepa« 
ring thoſe things you may find neceſſary for a private and a ſpeedy Mar- 
riage; fre, Sir John, ſhe's all Obedience. 8 (is going. 

Sir John, Stay, Madam, I had almoſt been vomanuerly, take this 
Kiſs and my Bleſſing before you go . What is this your way? d'ye:- 
turn aſide your Face in London, and kiſs by the Ears; I ſay your Mouth 

or oY | CExit. Fide.]_ 

Tove. Your humble Servant, Sir. 

* Srip. Lack. a-day, you re become impatient, Sir, all on the. ſud- 

1 
Love. | juſt now- remembred, Sir, that a. Friend ſtay'd for me. 


Exit. J. 

Sir John. This young fellow i is doubtlefs* aRival. 1. 

Gripe. Sincerely'l begin to ſuſpe& ſome ſuch Miſchief; but wa one 
Nights delay admits of no reaſonable Fears. Hector. 1 

Heldt. Here, Sir. * 8 

Gripe. Now's the fit time to wait upon the young  Gentlewoman.. 

Sir John. How old Boy, is your Son to be married too? 

Gripe, I'm reſolv'd one Hour ſhall bring me a Son and Daug pte iu 
Law the Buſineſs is already finiſhed; Man, only for — ſake he. 
muſt ask the young Woman's Conſent and Advice, 


n good; I with,ye ſucceſs young Nan. 


* 
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30 ; "Let far * e 
Fl #4 &  Gripe. Look ye, Sir hm, Lid have -you'accompany the young Nn 

8 tis his firſt Viſit, and he's baſhfol; but firſt throw off your Boots. 

"p< Sir John. My Boots, not I; but with all my Heart I' aggompany your 

Son. Come here, Man —, 5——, uy driok: and « eo} 

- zzooks you hang your Head. 16]. thc | 
Gripe, You are a Graceieſs Rogue, Sirch, tay lt ei 1. 
Sir John. So, very well, you wou'd have me go with him you W 
© Gripe. Ves, indeed, Sir John. 05 5D M0 
Sir John. heart then 1 will go: But look ye, .old Boy, we muſt have. 

one Bottle together firſt, a Glaſs may elevate the Young? en 


9 


; 


| ipe, With all my Heart, Sir John, I've a douzen, ſent we by a 
Friend, as good as e' er came from France. N run, there's e 
Key, bring me one. 
Sir John. Two of em, Sirrah, ole is nothing. Lexi: akin. 
5 Gripe. Lack- a-day, | ſhou'd not have told him. | 
$9 Re-enter Timotyhx 
Win you never learn your Duty? Why ſo much nite now? Well . 
no matter, your gaod Health, Sir ahn. ö 
Sir ohn. Off with it, old Boy——, come young Man a Health to 0 


- your Miſtreſs. | CDrinks] 
Gripe. Helter, Hader, remember Jou've ogg on a fine Cont to 
Day. 21 
| ; Het. I'm not afraid; ; Sit; not. 1. — P 9 : 
Sr. ohn. Well aid. Come, sirrah, rink your young Maſter's 
. Miſtreſs. 


Gripe. Lack-a· day, Sirrah; ſmall Beer, methinks, wou'd do as well. 
© Sir John. Come, old Boy, long Life and Proſperity to thy Family. 
b Gre. With all my Heart. 

Sir John. The Wine's very good: Duſt it about, Want ton ? due, 
run, Sirrab, quickly, t'other Bottle. 4 | 
Hiect. Ay, ay, ſincerely, another Bottle will do well. | 

- Gripe, Well, *tis no matter; Ha! a Knight to my Son in Law, and 
my Boy married to a Knight's Siſter, and a good Eſtate, adad, we will 
; have the other PROT 7 imothy, fill It up to the brim, Sirrah. 

b * Due Timothy 1 
| Your beſt wiſh, Ago ih (OD 
„Sir And this to yours, old Boy. Hes, of with itz What, 
. *Sirrah, wou'd you play blunty. 
of: No Sir, let me alone for that. Ex and Dante. 


| 1. * 
Tube Smiles of the Glaſe 2751 
| \ Invite our Approach, "Wy * 28h. >* 
1 Then let us Drink and be Marry, ru, ara, 10 dal x oe: 


* 


We Wü he young Fellow +l rains = wb they want ay to 
be-fajthfolly, royz'd Sirrah, e him other Glab. Fa | 
Gripe. Lick a-day, he will be Drunk e 
8 *He#Z. Drunk, no, Sir, tal lara fa . Hans pig 2485 1 
Sir John. Tis nobly done! Well danc'd 2 my Honour. Come 56% 
old Father - in-Law, you and I; Fal ara tal dal | 
Gripe. Lack-a-day, my Spirits are reviv'd ; the Follies of Youth will + 
poſſeſs s me; Fal a ra tal dal, derum dum. Hector Sings 4 and the 7 oe] 
- Poles John. Boy, give us a ſprightly, airy Tune. | 
. Gripe. I profeſs well done on all bands. Ha! TI PP. 
Tim. Ha, ha, ha, notably, Sir. 2 
Sir John. Now to your Buſineſs, Hector; come along, W U Streaks at- 


tack her with Courage. 
Hef. Let me alone for that, if I know not how to Addreſs a Lady, 
then Lm a Blockbead ; Fal aratalla .. e E 
1 my . {4+ 4 1 1 e 5 : ; 


Roe n ad Lavewell. 


Coty, We eaſily believ'd: you had been o'er head and ears in 2a ne- 
Adventure; but that-Gripegy's Daughter detain 'd you is ſo range Ican.. + 
give no Faith tit. - 

Love. I wiſh *twere Apocryphal, and I ſtill at Liberty, or- at leaſt ; 
a condition of ſuſpecting the Truth of it. 

Conrt.' Is the brave Man then wholly loſt, "George; is the Bottle and 
a Wench come to nothing? Wow'd you rather chuſe an BOY than wed. 1 


Figelia ? © ( 
Love. Ain—: | 
Court. You'll remember, ] hope, tis all an —_— 
Love. Go on. | - =y 
Curt. But axe you in Love, George: & * | 5 


Kare, Why, Kind Fortune wou'd have i ſo, that we might ain * * 
Friends — | 
Court. Why then you'll marry and derum Hus band? 3 
Love. | wiſh my Stars may have ſo decreed it: A Man had better be ** * 
ty d to a repenting Whore, — nee. a Rake at liberty; ah, my friend, „ 
we have both been Mad. 5 
Court, And the only way: to prove that we're become Wife, is to be 
ſenſible that we once were food. Ha! the enters; now, George, to 
your Buſineſs... . | de 8 25 
Enter Meliſa. | 


Love. 6 Madam 1 have...indeed, been fag, much tomy Fed, 1 
More 


AF 


«4, 


ry Low at bt Sight 


cure? 


more to you: To forgive ſhews a noble Nature, and ſure the fair 34: 


tſſa's Eyes ſpeak her a ſtranger to every thing thas's Cruel. 


Aeli. Revenge, indeed, is the Darling of a baſe Nad; nor do 1 
remember what was but the Effect of Ignorance, or miſtaken Friend- 


ſhip, not.Deſign or Forethought. 


Court. So much 'Goodneſs wou'd o'efreme a thouſagd Hearts 


Alike mine; were Beauty nothing, yet _—_ Madam, wou'd inſpire 
Love; Can you then doubt the ſincerity f my Paſſion ? 


Meli. *Twixt Gratitude and Love the Way's ſo long, you'may forget 


the Benefit e're yon come to the Journies end. 


Love. Ay, 7ack, were Jas happy! but Friendſhip. ſhou'd. give way 


when Love enters the Liſts. LExit.] 
Corrt, The Reward before me ſpurs me to the Goal, and keeps the 


Heart from fainting: The hope of Gain new TIRE gives, Toil and 


A tedious Journey lye neglected. 
Meli. The Prize, whilſt by another Tought, or when afar it ſtands, 


may ſeem a Conqueſt worthy of Labour, but then Ambition brought - 


you to the Score, or a weak Judgment made the Reward ſhow double? 
Court. Opinion adds or takes away from the Value of every Thing; 
and if I believe my ſelf, Madam, happy in the Purchaſe, doubtleſs I 


am ſo. 


Meli. But a real and intrinſick Worth ſecures that belief; and when 
that is wanting, we may too. ſoon become ſenſible of the Miſtake : Eve- 
ry Accident brings Surprize, and a ſudden Loſs a weight of Care that 


ſinks the Mind, becauſe it wanted Foreſight. 


Court. But, Madam, if 1 weigh the Prize beforehand, then- vm ſe- 
Meli. No, Sir, when tis ſuch as can't be known 'till once poſſeſs'd. 

Court. If 1 may not then truſt to my own Judgment, 1 mult rely 
upon By-ſtanders: All Men affirm Meliſſa Beautiful and Virtuous, 1 
cannot then in Reaſon doubt it. 

Aeli. It does not therefore follow ſhe is ſuch ; what deceives one 
Wiſe Man may eaſily couzen twenty Fools. 

Court. Why then, Madam, we mult all run at a venture; if the Prize 
be really what it ſhows he's happy who Wins; it 'tis not, he muſt yet 
tisfied with his Misfortune. 

Meli. Tis better than not to run at all where we are in hazard every 
way; if we Loſe we're griev'd, and if we Gain, the Reward will per- 
haps prove a Counterfeit. 

Court. To ſit ſtill, Madam, when all the World's in Action, muſt be 
attributed to want of Courage, then loſs of Honour follows. 

Meli. I'm glad to find you look upon Marriage as Honourable ; but 
without that, Honour is not always in Danger of being loſt. 


Court. Virtue, Madam, when lodg'd in ſuch Hands as yours, * 
es 
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Love 1 Si 3 
lies fake. But mine is too weak to ſtand alone. In Charity then now | 
1 wou'd be honeſt, you ought to ſave me from a baſe- Retreat; your . 

Charms have made Vice ugly, but ſhe may yet returgh is Four . 
court my eaſie Heart to Love unlefs ſecur'd by you. | 1 
Ester Sir Nicholas Empty. | ? 
Sir Nich. My dear Cpurtiy, Pve the worſt News in the World, the | 
worſt you ever heard; let me dye I'm afraid o tell it, leſt it make you 
the moſt miſerable amongſt Men. 
32 No, Sir, out with it, if it does not _—_ the fair Meliſſa,  _ "SY 
Pm fix 
Sir Nich. Then my Friend, ſhe-muſt marry Heller, old Gripeall's Son. 
Let me dye he has a very taking Name, the Women worſhip him next 
to Hercules. 
Court. If Meliſſa has ſo decreed i it, Sir Nicholas, then l know the laſt 
Remedy, which ne'er fails to remove the weight of all our Misfortunes. 
Sir Nich. You'd die, I ſuppoſe, Mr. Courtly, 1 love that Humour dear- 
ly, methinks 'tis very Heroically done to ſwing in a ſilken Garter for a 
Cruel Beauty, and then to ſee her Tears for ſuch a Misfortune. But 
now, when I think on't, if ſhe ſhou'd laugh, a Man is but ſcurvily us'd 
for. ſo tender a proof of his Paſſion; ; well, rs 'm mightily ſorry for 
ou. 
: Meli. My Heart is yet at Liberty, and owns no Superiour but my 
Will; think not then, — it can be ſtorm'd by larereſt "Eh: tis Proof 
againſt Love. Ne 
Sir Nich. Ah, Sir, I' m your moſt obedient, moſt bumble Servant 
you are very Welcome. | | | 
„Euer Hector 3 Sir John Single. | 2 
Hiacl. Sir,Pm your moſt devoted, moſt IN bumble Servant, pe” o 

I believe 'm welcome. | 
Sir Nich. O Siſter, he will be 284 roaring Wit. Let me die Me- | 
Ia, he muſt be happy if you'd have me ſo; Hal beg your Pardon, Sir, ; _—_— 

I'm your moſt humble Servant, have you en me ay wares from 
the Country ? | 1” | - ry 
Sir John. Letters, Sir, I'm not a Carrie 1 = 
Hett, Why, he's my Friend, Sir, a Ko #t Fir, and to be married 
to my Siſter, Sir. N 
Sir Nich. A Knight, Sir, O let me dye, | beg den thouſand Pardons ! 
I was a Stranger to your Quality. l'm your moſt humble Lerkunt. Sir, 
your very——, let me dye, your moſt— Sie $ = 
Sir John. Hey da here's a new Faſhion indeed; tis a toil to be well- | 
bred it ſeems; my Heart Joigts ach already, with this Cringing and 1 
Grimaceing . | 
Sir Nich. You appear witty, Gentlemen, I wiſh your Habits had been p mn 
as faſhionable as your Heads. Ah, Sir, that 8888 Buff. belt. 8 | "i 
_ &y ir | = 
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„ Live-ar fiſt Sight. 


Sir 90h. Why, Sir? This keeps my Body warm * firm. When 
Itop a Ditch it preſerves my Gutts from ſhaking ; look ye, Sir, I only. 


ſtudy Conveniency in my Cloaths. This young Fellow here may paſs . 
for a Knight. 


Hett. |, Sir, and for ſomething more if you ples : Id have you know, 
Sir, I'm as good a Man as another. : 
Sir Nich. This Lady is your Miſtreſs, Sir. | f 

- Hetfl. Is ſhe? and | have not Saluted her By this Light 40 | 


not love that Fellow there; he looks ſuſpicjouſly, and talks as earneſtly-- 


as if he pleaded for a bertune . Look ye, Sir John, Brother-in 
Law, will you kiſs her firſt, or ſhall I do't ? But now I ion t I do not 


know if *tis the Faſhion.” 


Sir John. Faſhion ; Was kifling ever out of Faſhion ? 

Hett, Well then, Madam, you ſee Por come 

Meli. Of a Fool's Errand, Sir. 

Het. Adad, ſo tis; for Marriage i is the Buſineſs. 

Sir John. The young Rogue will be a Wit. F 

Meli. And this Gentleman, I preſume, will be your Prompter ; vou 
have it may be a bad Memory; * l 

Hect. Prompter; What's that? 

Sir ohn. No matter what it is, I'm a Knight. | | 

Meli. If you had not told me ſo, Sir, I had ne'er known it. | i 

Sir John. You have plaguy ill. Memories here in Town; a young Fel- 
low juſt now took me for a Poet; then I hope I ſhou'd tell what Lam? 

Meli. And what are you, Sir? to Hector] 

Sir Johr. Is this your Cuſtom. in this City? Muſt a Man ſtand vp and. 
give an Account of his Life and Converſation cer he can enter him 
ſelf a Lover? 

Hef. Sir Brother - in- Law, Sir Nicholas, pray Anſwer for me here 
Wel, he do's not hear me——. Look ye, Madam, I'm the Son of a 
Merchant. He was born a Cobler and bred a Gentleman, became a2 
Cuaning young Fellow, and now's grown a Rien old Murer. 

Sir ohn. Well ſaid. 

Meli. That's your Fathi Character, not your n 

Hef. Look ye, ac r that *tis no Matter, you may come te 

* 


know my Conſtitution i 


Meli. Well, Sir, I confeſs you: have ſatisfy's my Curioſity. 

Het; And adad, tis no eaſie matter to ſatisfies Woman s Curioſity. 

Meli. O] you miſtake it, Sir, N wou d- eaſily betray the height 
of your Breeding. 

Hef. Then why were you at the Pains to ask to inform your ſelf? - 

Melt. Only to keep up the Diſcourſe, for ſhou d it once have ended, 
Ion know not, it may be, how-to begin- again. 

Hit. Say you. ſo, Madam? | thank, my Stars Pm not ſo blunt. 1 

cou 
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cow'd have ask'd what *twas o'th' Clock, where ſits the Wind, and 
more than that if I had been put tot. 
Sir Nich. And is your Intereſt in the charmiag Celinde, dear Mr. 
" Courtly, ſo very great? 
Court. I think I may aſſert it without Vanity. 
Sir Nich. And you'll manage that Buſineſs, with old Griptal, for me? 
Court. When you pleaſe, Sir Nicholas. 
Sir John. Well, this is not the Buſineſs young Man, I ſay come to the 
Point; you know the Queſtion ? 
Hef, Well, uds ſo! The Queſtion is, Madam, If PII take you for a 
Wife, and you'll take me for a Husband ? 
Sir Fohn, - Zooks Boy, you are perfectly out. 
Hef. Right fegs, very right, the Queſtion is, Madam oo What, 
Sir John, will you ſpeak here? My Memory has quite fail'd already —. 

Sir John. Look ye, Madam, the Queſtion is, He gw. ny re- 
ſolved to take you for his Wife. 

Hef, Uds- ſo! not fo faſt, Sir John, I have not ſaid that yet. 

Sir Nich. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe tis no Matter what you've ſaid ; let 
me dye, Sir, I muſt be ſo rude as to whiſper in your Ear, you have no 
Buſineſs in this Place. 

Hect. Humph ——. 

Sir Nich, You may walk down Stairs, Sir, when you 3 

HefF, Down Stairs; 1s the Man mad. 

Sir Nich. O Meliſſa, do not ſpeak to him, he's a ſad Fool. 

Enter Celinda. 

Ceb. Ah! Mr. Conrtly, Have I found you? You're an ungrateful 
Man; Was it for this I abandon'd=—— 

Court. Hold? Remember Fool where you are. 

Celi, No, no, I'll remember nothing, Sir, you have urd me 

"Court. Ceaſe your unſeaſonable bawling; Sir Nicholasis your Lover. 

Sir Nich. O Jupiter! The Charming unde here. 

Sir Jom. I do not like this Houſe, where .tis hard to diſtinguiſh [ 
" Whore from an honeſt Woman. | 

Meli, 1 beg it, Sir, as you're a Man of Honour, acquaint that Gentle- 
man not to ive himſelf the trouble of paying another Viſit in this 
Place, unleſs he's reſoly'd to find that Euter talnment which ſuch an Af- 
front juſtiy Merits. © LExit] 

Sir John. Well, I will not refuſe yon, Madam, becauſe you are a 
handſome Woman— Look ye, Sir — 75 Cine and Sir John whiſper] 

Court, Then als loft : Meliſſa never will be mine Your Servant, 


Sir. 
Sir John. Why, there's nothing to be done here, the young nan 


woman 8 gone. | . 
F 2 Hell. 
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Hect. Well, tis no matter, Sir Brother in- Law, there's another a as: 


Good and as Handſome as ſhe. 


Sir John. You have no mind to a Wench. | 1 

Hect. What then? If ſhe is, Pl] ſpeak to her. 

Sir John. Thoũ'rt gracious Boy I find; but ſhow'd thy Father come 
to know it? 

Hef, If he did, what then? I did not put on theſe fine Cloaths for | 
nothing. I] ſcorn to carry an uſeleſs Shilling. in my Pocket, | 

Sir John, Hark ye, Sirrah, will one Shilling purchaſe ſo. fine a Wo- 

man ?-it ſeems they are very cheap here. 

Hiect. Nay, London is a very ſweet Place, a Lord will pay ten, or 
3 Pieces for what you may buy next Hour for a e or a 
Bottle. 1 

Sir John. Mum, Sirrah. | Pi ſtep a oy” to tall] 

Sir Nich. Now m. in pretty good Order O, my dear Courth, 
let me dye you are an happy Man ; you have an lotereſt with the admi- 
ra ble Celinda | find. 

Sir Jobs. A Lampoon, of which ĩt is unjuſtly ſaid I am the Author, was 
the Cauſe of this unlook'd for Meeting; however, Sir Nicholas, I've ſatis- 
Hed her nice Vertue, made my Peace, and ſmooth'd.the way for you, 

Sir Nich. O Mr. Courtly, I ſhall expire with exceſs of Gratitude——,, 
Madam! Madam! Let me dye Pm ſo happy. ge 

Celi. I think my ſelf oblig'd, Sir, to return my Thanks for that AC 
ſiſtance yon gave me; it added, indeed, mightily to my Misfortune, 
that I knew not the Man to whom I was fo much indebted. 

Sir Nich. O, Madam, I had been the moſt inſenſible of Human kind, 
the baſeſt of Men; let me dye, I had been wanting to my ſelf if I had 
not: Let me fall without the Tears. of the fair Sex, *twas a bleſſing . 
thrown upon me by my Stars, That I ſhow'd. alone, . ſo many 
Mortals, be deſtin'd to the relief of ſo fair a Lady. | 8 

Heft. And d'ye call this your Friend? = 
Sir John. I drink it. off after a long Courſe. [Sir John given him 4 
Glaſs and he drinks] whilſt my Servants clean the Dogs Mouths from 
Hair and Blood, I never fail'to-waſh mine. 

Hett, A good Friend fegs, L love dearly to converſe with fuch an 
as: : =. [Drinks] 

Sir John, And this I call the Starfer. When the Game firſt ſhows it . 


felf, L take one hearty draught. of this, tis a good Cordial and gives 
long Wind. , [pulls out another] 


Het. Let me ſe tis main good. I love my Starter better than 


our Friend. C Drinks] 
Courr.. I have the Honour, Madam, to be the Confident of his Paſſion, 


and can affirm no Man e er loy'd more violently. ane 
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Sir Weh Let me dye, Madam, as I'm a Gentleman he ſpeaks fo well, 


that I my ſelf know not how to expreſs it in better Terms. 
Cel. You ſtand not in need of an Orator, Sir, to plead your Cauſe:. 

Sir Nich. Madam, upon my Honour, I confeſs a Man's Eyes ſhou'd 
expreſs — Thoughts, but witty Ladies are not to be Bain d by Looks 
and Sighs.. 

Celi. That Lover muſt nh be happy. who. can do nothing that ſpeaks 
not powerfully for him 

Sir Nich. Madam, let me dye, the fair Celinda is o witty a Judge 1 
will deſpiſe nothing ſhe is pleas'd to affirm. 

Hect. Well, ſhall I ſpeak to her, Sir John Brother-in-Law? or will 
you begin the Buſineſs. 

Sir John. Not 1, Man, I'm a ſtranger to the Coſtom. 

Hett. Very good Look ye, Madam, are not you * 2. 

Celi. What, Sir? 

Het. Well · wiſher to the Mathematicks, or ſo, Madam. 

Celi, How, Sir? 

Sir John. Tis an handſome Quean: z What a pretty Eye S this? gil 
have Hefor's ſhare of her if it coſt me a Crown. 

Hett. Look pe, d'ye ſee, Madam, without Ceremony Fm at your 
ſervice, ſo is a certain Friend of mine, if you'll goto acertain Ale-houſe- 
in a certain Place. 

Court, How, Sir? Do you know that yop fk to LI of Ho- 


nour 
Hedt. Honour, Sir! 


Sir Nich. A. Lady, sir; a Lady, Sir, * Ter me die a Lady, | 


SiIf— 
Hiect. Lady, Sir, or no Lady, Sir, I hope I'm free for my Money, 

Sir, ſo are you, Sir, or any Man, Sir; what then, Sir? 

Court. Come, Sir, Il ſhow you the way tothe Door [pulls Hector 
by the Ear] | beg your Pardon, Sir Nich. 

Hef. O! Murder! I beg all your Pardons. - 

Sir John, This *tis to go a whoring, Miſchief and the Fleſh come ſtilt: 
together: Hold, Sir, I have a Blade here (if well handled) fit for 
-Buſineſs;- Hector, draw, you young Rogue draw. 

Hect. Ay, ay, uds-ſo it will nat come out, *tis glew'd t to the Scabs. 
bard; — if Lhad Mr. Starter —, 

Sir John, Well, well, Boy, drink luſtily and fight like a Lyon, 

Sir "2 Sir, let me dye, Gentlemen, what [_ gives the Bottle]: d'ye: 
mean 

Corte Hand the Lady down Stairs to her Coach, and leave the reſt} 
to me, Sir. 

Sir Nich. Let me * Mr. en, a Man of Honour but 

| LExenm 


* 
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3 Love at 55 Sight. 
Sir John. How! Ts your Friend gone ? *tis baſe to neut two 3gaioſt h 


one. 10 & 
Curt. You ſeem, Sir, a Man of Honour, and one who wou d not 
| draw his Sword in fo bad a Cauſe. A. wi 


Sir John. How, Sir! not fight for my Friend ? d'ye call that Honour? 
Court. He deſerves not that name who Affronts a Lady of Honour, dir. 
Sir John. Then ſhe was not a Drab? - 
Court. No, Sir, unleſs a ſevere Vertue deſerves that Name. 
Sir John. Then Boy you have been Mad; $ heart, I ſay, beg the Gen- 
- tleman's Pardon. 
Het. Pardon! not I; Will a Man of Honour ſuſſer himſelf to be led 
by the Ears like an Aſs? No, no, Sir, I'll fight bim. 
Sir John. Sirrah, put it up, unleſs . have two Enemies inſtead at; 
one. 
Heft. Then Pl] fight you both ; twenty or one are the ſame to me. 
Sir John. What, Sirrah, fight me? [makes Jome Paſſes] 
Court. No Quarrelling in this Place, 9 
Heft, Then let's to't in another. 
Court. In the Tavern, Gentlemen, try't there over »Borte perhaps 
*twill make you Friends again. 
Hect. With all my Heart, for by this good Sworlk Imuſt either fight 
or drink now I have got it in my Hand. | 
Sir John. He's a brisk ſort of a young Fellow; 
His Wit and Courage come on him by Fits. 
Hect. Tis Wine, you he, that Heroes makes and-Wits, ay 
6-188 i * — 


The End of the Third A e r. 
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Vs 


Euter Nieder and Elizabeth: 


ME; You ſee the Plot holds god : m entruſted with your 
Perſon, and by this ſeeming hatred LES us, We are both 
ſecure. Vet ſtill your groundleſs Fears raiſe ſuch Difficulties, 1 never” 
can be happy. 

El'z.a. You wou'd not be ſo by my: Ruin: Shou'd a diſcreet Lover ' 
urge ſo ſevere a Proof of her he loves? wy.” 
Med. Severe Proof; s'death,, he's peruſing his Papers, Timothy and 
he are ſhut up together ; in the mean time Pm your Guard; every 
thing is huſh'd up in Silence, and the ruſty Watchman trembling in the - 
Streets, ſhows Night ſo far advanc'd, that even the anxious Lover's 
chain'd in ſleep, Why then are we. awake to no Pur poſe; he has -- 
Buſineſs, let the Joys of boundleſs Love be ours:- 

6 Eliza. But ſtil you forget the loſs of Honour, ta” break a ſolemn 
ow 

Aud. Heav'i ns, is that Phantom, that alry Giant, yet between me and 

the mighty Bleſſing; will theſe Conſcientious Quatms ne er be recon- 

tiled to Love? 

Eliza. And ſhou'd it be known. .. - 

Md. Twoyld prove a Sin; but if it ſhould 1 then you are In- 
nocent and Virtuous. 3 

Eliza, Then Virtue's but a Name. 0 . 

Med. what elſe, ſhe's Innocent who's reputed ſuch, and Lewd whom 23 
© every body believes to be ſo. 

Eliza. May I then truſt my Reputation in your hands? © 
Med, Let my Love be your Remi —— Ha ! the noiſe-of fid 


lers. 
Elixa. And already at the Door. 
Enter Sir John ſpeaking, Hector and Fidlers. - 
Sir John. I ſay play on; Love, Wine, Wit and Muſick, ſbou'd be 


inſeparable. 
Hett.. And Courage, Sir, add that,. or Ml draw. 
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Enter . and Timothy. 


Sir, good-morrow Father, you're got early out of your Bed 1 


have. Good-morrow, Madam, and Tim. honeſt Tim. e 
thou'rt an honeſt Fellow Tim. 


Sir John 1 * we are all good honeſt Fellows, plain hearted; fociadl; 
Rogues Hark ye, old Boy, how go all Affairs on t other des 
of the Line, tis a long Journey thither by Land. | 

Gripe. Lack-a-day, they are horribly Drunk ; the Sin of Drunkenneſs 
never fails to get Acceſs with that Son of mine. Elizabeth, go you to 


Bed, I'll come as ſoon as poſſible. 
Eliza. At Four; 3 hewill be then aſleep; 5 ler the Watch be a Clock to 


both, the reſt commit to my Care. Tes Medler, Ex] 


Sir John. Hector. Sitrab, tell the old Boy in we fought like ſo many ß 
Polanders ; Fellows Arm'd with Head- pieces that were not Proof b 
a ſound beating. | 


Hef. The Watchmen, Sir, that's his meaning Father. 
Gripe. How! Lack-a-day, you did not abuſe Men in Authority 21 


hope you did not beat the Conſtable ? 


Hett, Ves, we did, Father, I broke one Conſtables Head and bruis'd 


- anothers ſo unmercifully, that his Accomplices run away and teft him 


tumbling and grunting in the Channel. 
Gripe. Lack-a-day, Sirrah, you're a graceleſs Rog, beat a Con- 


ſtable, Sirrah, Ell do my King and Country A112 upon your ri 


i profeſs 1 will, Sirtah. 


Sir John. Hold! Pl ſtand by my good Brother. N. 

Hett. No, no, Sir Feb», Brother. in-Law, let him come on, Im in 
readineſs, d'ye ſee, for him or any Man. 

Gripe. Oh horrible! d'ye remember that Pm your Father, 

Het. And that I'm drunk, d'ye remember that. 

Gripe. Lack-a day, I have 205 him to my own {beats him}. De- | 
ſtruction. Hector, Hector „ Sir John, will you ſpeak to him? 


the Man's in wrath. 
Sir John. Look Je, Boy, Sirrah, What's your Buſineſs in this 


Place? 


Enter Watch-man in haſte. 


Watch, Buſineſs, Sir, a very ſcurvy Buſineſs, Sir, 
Hict. Stay you Rogue, muſt you * a Gentleman to his 


Lodgings? 
Watch, 


5 A "I 
Huch. Look ye, d' ſee now? Iitold you was a Scurvy Buſineſs 
Sir,. Fm Murder d innocently, you ſee, _ oo ol; Rat x 
. Job. Sheart, you're an Impudent Rogue. Til mend the Mat- 
ter Witha a Vengean cee! e 
Vatch. O L — d! Murder, Im gone. 13414 
1 Oh fad, Im gone! My Reputation's min'd! Lack-a-dggh, 
Lack- a- day 85 | 4g 
Watch. A , ay, I cry your Worſhip Mercy. I did not ſee your 
Worſhip before : Your Worſhip was a Juſtice of the Quorum. Your 
Worſhip's Son and this Gentleman, have made a ſweet Hand of it to 
night. Sir, I'm KilPd, you ſee here. They left me dead in the Streets, 
Sir, and I purſued them cloſe at a diſtance, and ſaw them here before 
I enter'd your Worſhip's Houſe ; I hope your Worſhip will do me 
5 And not ſuffer a poor Man to be {lain in the Exerciſe of his 
Calling. | 1 | 
Hee: Be ſilent Sirrah. | ä Me 
Watch. Look ye now Sir, I dare not. open my Mouth; Is this the - 
Way your Worſhip rules your Family? 6 BL MF. Þ 
7p. Lack-a-day | Hedor, *thou'rt an nngracious Boy. Miſ- 
chief and good Wane lodge often in one Houſe ; Beware of Blood- 
| ſhed Sirrah. I ſay, beware of innocent Blood. | 
Hef. Ay, ay Sir, Let me alone for that. EW 
the Rogues? 


Sir Fob, Where's the Muſick, play-u 
He. Louder yet: Come, let's Fink and be merry. Fa: la- rin, 


fal-la! 

Grip. Oh ſad verily! Sincerely? Gad - a- mercy! Mr. Medler ! 
Timothy Will you Beat the Rogues out of my Houſe ? Verily Sr. 
Jobn— I profeſs — 3 you Inſtruments of Miſchief. 

Sr, Job. Why Gripe-all, Friend, old Boy; Art thou in Earneſt ? 
Art thou indeed become a Cynick? Will you Bark at Mirth and 
Good Fellowſhip? Has thy Religion made thee unmannerly ? Sheart, 
that's an Infallible Sign of a Hypocrite. 2 

Grip. You've Debauch'd the Lad Sir John, ruin d my Reputation 
SY : Shou'd the World know the Diſorder committed in my 
| e | - | , 

Sr. Job. Look ye, Hector, the World you ſee is the Buſineſs ; Then 
let's be Decently drunk, not madly ſo— Here Boys, there's Mo- 
ney z Begone, fly Scoundrels. [Exeunt.] 

Match. Your Honour ſhou'd remember me. 


6 A Hd. 


„ 
Heck. No, no, Sirrah, not a — there was no Muſick 1 
your Head: It did not ſo much as Clink beneath the Cane, "abt 
Scull'd Rogue. | . | NG. Mul or. 67 W ot 5 -- 1 72 * 
Sr. Fob. *Sheart, no matter, There's half a Crown Sirrah, we mall 
take Penny worths of his Fleſſi to morrow Night. 

. Watch. Thank your Honour. Good- by. [Exit]. 
Hef. Now Father, I'm a Good Boy! I Feck, I am. Cp 
Grip. Well, Tm glad Things: are no worſe. Hector, Wait upon 

Sr. TM to his Bed; for this Night he can't go to his Lodgings | 
Sr. Job. Sheart, I ne're look d out for any; Were 7 in the 
Country, you ſhou'd lodge at my Houſe. [Sr. Fob. and He@. 


| going off. 
oy Pray walk then Sir, if you pleaſe Youre horribly 
Abus'd. | WS: 

Med. He's your Son Sir, and to that he owes his Safety. 

Hef, Sr. John, Adſheartlikins. You forget the Song and the 
Dance, I'faith you do: The Bottle it ſeems, is an Enemy to your 
Memory. - 1. | | | 

Grip. "Lack-aday; at an Hour unſeaſonable! Hector, I fay *tis Four. 

Sr. Joh. Well put in, I ſay the Song and the Dance. Call back the 
Muſick ; Wou'd you have a Man a Priſoner in your own Houfe ? I'm a 
True-Born Exgliſb Man, Sir, and Il] have Liberty at any rate: A man 
in this place is as Narrowly watch'd, it ſeems, as a Cat at Chriſtmas. 
Hang your Cuſtom, I ſay. * + RO) 

Med. Well, this Humour muſt ont, you ſee : Pray retire to Bed 
INſtay, and you may believe the Noiſe fhall be as little as poſſible. 

Grip. Well I mult be ſatisfy d then, and rely upon your Cane. 


Song and Dance. 


Hect. Tim. Canſt thou find a Bottle? My Father is faſt aſleep, 
Tim. One Glaſs of his true Chriſtian Wine would make me forget 
my Prayers to night. | | 

Med. O Sir, by no means: 

Hed. Does any body aſk your Advice Sirrah? 

Med. O Sir, Im your moſt humble Servant. 

Tim. Indeed Sir, the Key lies beneath his Head. 

He#. And canſt thou not ſteal it, Tim. 2 

Sir Joh. Sheart, tis a good Boy Tl warrant him. Come, ſteal, 
Sirrah, I fay. = = 
. | im. 


0 


— 


1 a i . e 
e pou Ct {Bri 
a” No, ti faith Sr, Tm — as fearful in the dark as a young 
Hes. Well then, we muſt faſt for the fins of the p | 
Med. Timothy wait upon the ht, for I have a little Affair that 
calls me 1} ds * * now nalt hive 1 in the Morning. 
[Exe Ones. 


155 SCENE: e 
4 2p Euter Medler Solus in the Dark. f | 


Med. Let me ſee, Whither am I going, and what's my Errant i in 
this place? To the firſt of theſe I anſwer, I go to another Man's 
Wife, and to the next Adultery is my Buſineſs. Well, *tis a fin they 
ſay. But tis as true tis a Faſhionable one, and very Natural ; for 
every Man covets what his Neighbour enjoys. Now the only Queſti- 
on is, if ſhe Loves mes that is, if ſhe is in Neceſſity at Home; 
For the that heartily hates her Huſband, will infallibly doat upon ſome 
body. This ed, methinks I'm ſecure; If the Betray me, the 
worſt of it 1s, I muſt ſhift for a new Lodging, and a more Hoſpi. 
table Landlady. Let me ſee, the Bed ſhou'd be in this Corner 
Ha >. 1 ſhores aloud, I'm ſafe—— Madam — death, I can't find 
the 

Elz. Here, tread ſoftly——Remember m Honour $ at ſtake? 

Med, Oh! T' already happy Does he ſleep? 

"Eliz. All's ſafe. f 

Aed. Oh I'm tranſported! Well this Adultery is a ſeet Sin: 

Eliz. Give me your Hand Sir? 

Med. My Heart, wy All! But if he ſhou 'd awake? 185 

Eliz. Awake? Why you come not herewith a bad Deſign, Sir ? LE 
yon did! Now know Iwill do — 4 to my ſelf, and ſhow m | 
Huſband that I have a Virtue, Proof Temptation : band, 

- Med. Sdeath, I'm ruin'd! This it is to ro to a Woman, and to 
ſerve the Devil; Shame's the Reward For Heav'n's ſake, Ma- 

1 — 

Elia. Huſband? My Heart! Huſband! Have you already ſe 
what I told you this Morning? 

Grip: Elizabeth, lincerely 5; 44m the Matter ? Is it ou Four? 
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ou not forgiv ive a nn Wretch? £2 , 
Vs The Rogue is now in the N My he Mart you ever RM 
word not . Haſte then and find a ruth, which till now you 
hot not 
in - | . Verily m fach was narrow. "I've had ttle Chari | 
B | But — 8 7 = for all. wal 8 * 
Elix. Now alls ſafe! | 2 runs croſs the Stage in his 


Night-gown and Slippers. 
What's paſt was onl for our future $ecurity' 279 
Med. Then I am ee | I am Beloved! 1 ſhall yet be happy ? | 
Eliz. Come, come, in the mean time run down Stairs into the back 
Parlour. When you enter, diſſemble your Knowledge, and feign as 
if you believed me, not my Huſband there. I acquainted him with | 
onr Aſſignation. Love will inftru& you in the reſt. - TR 
Med. I have it, I fl y my Love. - | Ren of. » 
Ekz. The Pleaſures Revenge are inexpreſſi ble A ous 
Huſband puniſh'd, and the Enemy of my Hononr beaten.in that 2h | 
_ when he expects the greateſt Proof of Love rewarded, is 
4 wy great for one Night, and hardly to be born. Tims- | 
ot 
im. Coming, Madam, Coming. 27 


[ Enter Timothy balf D] 


Eliz. Run Sirrah, your Maſter is Engaged i in the Parlour, how 


the, e of a Dntiful Servant: Fly to his Aſſiftance, Pll call 
more 


Tim, Gad Theſe Houſe- Breakers are blood es. 
Eliz. This goes as I wou'd have it. owes rl 1752 
that Woman is of her Kind the moſt Able Who 


thy 


| 2 or to find Security from Want, throws hes if into et 
Arms of a wretched Old Man; Jealouſy becomes the Darling of his 
ſecond of rar) Dotage ſupphes the Place of a enerous Love, and 


the weakneſs of - his reer 44d him the Wea k of his own-. 
Houſe ; which every Knave or Paſſion turns about at wil, 
Honour and, Virtue wry * eward, and Revenge makes Women 

often talle, whoſe Inclinations at firſt were 1 1 jut. 1 
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J).) SR NE Wh: 
Etter Gripeall Solus in the dark, 
Grip. This is a ſtrange World, and we are all Strangers in't. A 

nan Thaw not his Friend from his Enemy; and ſeldom can put a 
Difference between the Vicious and the truly Innocent. I have been 


unjuſt 'to my Wife, my own Fleſh and Blood, and this cunnin 
Limb of Satan, -this dark Diſſembler Medler would undo us bo 


without Regard to Friendſhip, Gratitude, Laws Divine or Humane. 
I profeſs- he ſhall be ſeverely puniſh'd if he come. I'll buy up 


Debts againſt him, and he ſhall rot in Priſon Stay Lack-a- ' 


day, he enters — O, I wilt change my Voice, and he ſhall fall inte 
that Ditch he digg'd for another. 1 [1 pe” 


[ Enter Medler.] 


Med. Ha! I, find he's here already. Now to my Che- Ah my 


Life, are you there? Tm bleſs'd ever beyond my hopes. | 

Grip. Lack-a-day, how familiar the Rogue is — Huſh —— Tread. 
gently, my Dear. | 8 8 
Med. Is the Old Cuckold ſecure? Is he faſt aſleep? 


— 


Grip. Lack- o-day, ſuch Helliſh Language —— Yes, yes, faſt 


2. Then I find baſe Woman, you would be a Whore indeed. 


Know I wore the Maſk of Love but to betray thy ſecret Lewdneſs. 
Im thy Huſband's Friend, and for his ſake grieve to find thee falſe. 

Ty. Lack-a-day, what will this come to? They will both be honeſt. 

Med. Has Shame and Guilt already oppreſs'd you ? Silence indeed 


beſt pleads your Excuſe : What does that Woman deſerve, who-wou'd 


abuſe ſo good a Huſband ? | 
Grp. Is is the Reward of Lore? 


o: but in behalf of my good Friend. III uſe you ac- 


cording to your Merit. III Cudgell the Spirit of Adultery out of 
the Fleh, then lead you to your Huſband's Bed covered with Shame: 
and Stripes. Let him baniſh: what remains, and. cure the Burning 
Fever in your Blood, ©, | | Beats bim. 
Grip. Oh! Lack-a-day ! Tm your Friend. * 


* 


2 
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dy too. Are you become his Fleſh and Blood ſo ſoon! The Puniſh- 


gether ? 80 Ichave reach'd him one Pelt. - UL Beats Aedler. 


the Dead of the Night Sir? Beat you unmercifully, you cry out Murder 


mad. | 
Med. Murder! Murder! 
are a Knave Sirrah. 


Sir, your head's ſtunn d, you know not a Friend from a 


* * 
9 


8 | - . 
: * * f b 5 pr ; me - 


Mcd. How! Is unlawful Love already beaten into Friendſhip? - 
The Phyſick it ſeems is good; and you muſt have the other Doſe 
Grip, — ſad Man! I'm your Friend, I ſay. Im Mr. Gripeall! A 

Bones! | T N 
Med. That will not do. D' ye think to eſcape me in the dark? 
Tho' you have chang'd your Voice, you have not ſhifted your Bo- 


ment tho* ſhall be yours alone. VH 1 Beats bim. ] 
Grip. Oh! Murder! Tm undone ! Sincerely the Man has no, Mer- 
cy: I'm Ar. Gaipeall, I fay. MPT THE, 


[Enter Timothy run vith a Candle] © 
Tim. Take Courage Sir: Let's ſtand by't ; Let's live and die to- 


1 _ Timothy, why Timothy, Im Mr. Medler, Mr. Gripeall's goo 
riend... - i 
0 Tim. Medler? Why Medler? Tm Mr. Timothy, My. Gripeall's faithful 
ervant. | F 
Grip. Lack. a · day Timothy ! Beware, the Man was miftaken. 
Tim. How, Sir? Aſſault you in your own Houſe in the dark Sir? In 


and all this end in a Miſtake, Sir? Come, come, we are not all 
| | | 8 | Beats him.] 


p. I fay Sirrah, twas a Miſtake, the Man is wrong d, and von 


Tim. That's nothing Sir: he has beaten you out of your Wits 

Poe Sir ri 

maul him to purpoſe, I faith I will. I Beats Bin. 
Med. By Heav'ns I find I muſt fight or be tamely KilFd. 

Sirrab, this Cane has Mettle in't; you'll find it tough and laſting.” 
ECT | 1 L Beats him, be bleeds. } 
Tim, Ah Sir, I'm ſlain ! I've got Death's Wounds in your Service. 

1 Lack- a· day Mr, Medler ! Forgive him; the was mi- 

en. c e 
Med. Sir, there was no miſtake in the Caſe, he ſaw me Sir, 
and would provoke me Sir; you were in the dark Sir, but T ſtood in 
open Light. Maul Quotha ? I have not done with him ſo; Sir, it ſhall 
not paſs. e Tn Ne Tin 
| 1M. 


„ „ 
. Murder ! Marder ! — death what had Ito do with "0 


Courage! Plague on't. I ſhall ne're be ſo * again, if I 
eſcape with Life now. | 11 7070 


* 


L Enter Sir John fongle and Hector. 1 


| a5, 1255 How now old Boy > What in Arms Gentlemen ? Fhart 
Rk 4. Au 8. your Son and I were a Bed. What ſay you to't? 


6 Why look ye Sir, *twas all a Miſtake; a perfe& Miſtake. 

Sr, Joh. You have been all drunk my old Boy. S heart your pri- 
vate Bottle, a Glaſs in the Corner has done the Buſineſs. 

Grip. That's a Miſtake too Sir. I profeſs this World is all mi-- 
ſtaken. But now He#or, undutiful Hector, you were drunk laſt night; 5 
that was no Miſtake, Hector. 

Heck. Nan Sir? 

Grip. Lou beat the Conſtable, , and almoſt killd: one of the 
Watchmen, Hector. 

Hect. It may be fo Sir. ' 

Sr, Joh. Well, tis no matter; you ſee be i is not in a Killing Hu- 
mour now. 

Gri Sincerely that' s true, he 1 like a Statue — But 2 
Surab, when I think upon it, you excelled in Miſchief expreſly $1 
rah; you. lifted-up your H — me. 

Hedt. Ay Sir, 

Grip. And in all things Sirrah, ren your ſelf a Comy ea c Rog 
Come here, mx Friend. Afk him ardon Sirrah. | | 

Hc&. Nan Sir? 

Grip. Lack- a- day, Have ye loſt the Senſe of Hearing? 

Het: It may be Sir. 

Grip. Say mou! ſo Sirrab? I hope you have not loſt that of F ging 


too. 
Sr. Job Nay old Boy, you ſhall not try the Experiment. IF, he 
has loſt them, „le 210 reſtore them again: And Sheart, I think f 
it is a Cheap Purchaſe. - 
Med. I find the old Proverb holds good ; The Devil is good to 
his-own 5 and for that end he doubtleſs ſent "the old Knight to xeep 
this lewd Voungſter from Correction Well, I ſhall ne er ſee a 
thorrow Miſchief in this World; and if I had not ſent Celida * 
day to Courtly, I had deſerv'd man's Fo 'Sdeath tho? I'm 
often bubbled, and now am made a Woman's Fool, which is worſt of 
all, tho' tis every man's Fate: | Gripe, 


N | , X * 
* ” © 3 1 
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„ 
Grxipe. Well, Sir Jobn, I'm am ſoon Pacify'd; a laſting Paſſion 
mau d be an Abomination to a Good Chriſtian. But look ye, Sir, 
what Entertainment found the young Man from the fair Lady laſt 


Night? | oy I IRS 
85 John. He ſpoke to her, ſhe anſwer'd, and both were ſome- 
times ſilent ; what will be the Event, is more than any man can fore- 
ſee: 'Sheart, you know Women are often Strangers to their own Re- 
ſolutions. 8 „ | 
Gripe. Right; But did you make no Diſcoveries? Did you not 
obſerve her outward Behaviour, a ſmiling Eye, a ready Diſpoſition 
to Gayety and Mirth : Sometimes a Sigh, a fleſhly Look, a wiſhful 
Leer, and a Simpering ſo natural and inexpreſſible. | | 
Sr. Joh. Gadzooks, you have been a Pimp Man! I did not dream 
of any ſuch Diſcoveries, not I. | | 22 
Grip, Lack- a· day! Did ſhe not caſt a ſerio grave, half Melan- 
choly Look at Parting ?. And inſtead of a formal, dry, cold Courteſy, 
a ſlow Bow or bending inwards of the Chin? That ſpeaks a ſecret 
Friendſhip, and a growing Union? Did ſhe not ſometimes * 
Iy mention what was ſingular in her Shape? A black Eye, a little 
Foot, and the like? And did ſhe not ſpeak to:: © 
F. Joh. The Devil, Man. I told yoy I did not make any ſuch Re- 
marks: S heart, the old Letcher talks ſo Feelingly ! The Remains 
of a rotten Debauche are ſufficient to bmld up a young Sinner 
fit for the Stormy Sea of —_ But bare-faced Crimes are Scan- 
dalous in the Eye of the World; and Age has taught him the Art of 
caſting a Religious Cloak about him. 3 | 
Grip. Lack-a-day Sir, you ſeem offended-—— Ms. Medler, Go in- 
ſtantly to Sir Nicholas Empty's Lodging; you may yet find him a 
15 oo bein - Beau. 2 — I _ 5 _ in 0 ht. 
fair. Tl have no Delays; my Money muſt be paid me 
that 1s, if his Siſter is Hat his — Marcie to 3 Pra 
_ iſpatch, and return inſtantly with his poſitive and exprels 
Antwer. | | 2 Oe dn 
Nied. The event Sir, ſhall inform you of my Diligence. [.Exit.] 
Sir Joh. But look ye old Boy, Is your own rer as Obedient 
as you'd have Sir Nicholas's Siſter? FP 
Grip. She will anſwer for her ſelf Sir John; the Diſturbances in 
the Family have doubtleſs awaked her Timothy, Call her down ſtairs; 
and in the mean time, Go to Mr. Zong-Bill the A . Grew a 
Healing Plaiſter. A.few*Hours ſhall make you both free Denizons 
in the State of Matrimony. Set out together, and he who wins the 


-” 


Tode at firſt Sight, ag. 
Race, thatis, Fires god firſt a Grandfather, ſhall have a Thouſand 


6 


Wos +41. 
Vi I Enter Fidelia.) 
F 13 z n 1996 


dd Joh. Good morrow Madam, we have been talking of the Hour 
of | Executionz, Have vou ſaid your Prayers? LL | 
_ 1Fidi Is there ſo much Danger in Marriage Sir ? ; 
e a Look ye there-now? I find Ladies and Seamen never 
Pray but in a Storm {No Madam, there's no great Hazard 
in it; but we ordinarly ſay, when a Batchelour takes a Wife, he's 
e out of our World. | | 
+7 And indeed Sir, I am not ſufficiently prepar'd for the next 
Sir Joh. That's nothing Madam; you and I ſhall go hand in hand 
as we uſtially ſay. I'll teach you how to live there. 
Grip. Look ye Fidelia, the Gentleman has been in the Faſhion. He 
has done his Buſineſs like a Lover. But now the Complimenting part 
of the Play being over, you are preſently to be Man and Wife; Look 
upon him therefore as your Huſband, and lay aſide your Arguments 
and your Defences, and you-know not whats ; that, ſerve to no pur- 


poſe but to catch Fools. | | 
Fid Heav'ns ! What have I done? Am Ialready Miſerable ? Has 


my Paſſive Obedience, and my too much Security fool'd me into a 
Misfortune? The greateſt e re could befal me: and from which I 
can nee be again freed? Had Lovewell's Heart been as ſenſible as 
mine But I am too fond; Love and Nature are both my Foes; 
And I, it may be, want thoſe Charms ſhe has beſtow'd on him. 

Grip. How! Silent! Lack-a-day! Then you will be another He- 
or ? You would be Dumb when you ſhou'd ſpeak >? And talk eter- 

nally when you ſhould not be heard?- : | 


a4 | | 
. Enter Lovewell Drunk. 


He's great who both'of Wine and Love partakes ; 
This Wit begets, and that an Heroe makes. 
A. Sober Nullneſs- may be prais d by Fools, 
And want of Brains made one of Virtues Rules. 
Let *em preach on, the other Glaſs gives Health, - 
hben the poor heggar in his Cups finds Wealth 
a 3 


"= Se 70 
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fo. Dor at fit Sight." 


Lib Cold all Day bs fits, and Shivering cis, • 1 
Want*s his Diſeaſe if wot relev'd be dia. 4 
At night goes Drunk to Bed, there more than Monarch lie. 


Love and Wine? Egad I have a pretty good Share of both, I thank 
my Stars, yet not too much neither: Tve got juſt as much of the 
one as ſerves to help the other. Love without Winerns as dull as 
Dancing without Muſick. The Soul ſickens at the ſight of the Enkhant- 
ing Fair, and the generous Grape reſtores it back to Health again: 
We then begin the Aſſault with a ſucceſsful Courage, and back d 5 
a Luſty Bottle, we fight like Cupid's Heroes, and come off with 
Honour — How ! My Knight, are you again exerciſing your Ta- 
lent? You have a Charming Subject Sir. LOBES NLO] 
- Joh, I. have ſo, Sir, and you ſee I love to be doing ſome- 
what. - 5 ak 
Love. Sdeath! What d'ye call Somewhat ? Is the Buſmeſs of your 
T.ife a Trifle? Do'e comprehend it under that indifferent, careleſs, 
inſignificant, dry Name of Somewhat ? Fidelia's Heart is worth an 
Age of Servitude and conſtant Toil 2 | 
Sir Joh. Come Sir, if you pleaſe you may inftru& a Fool in that 
Leſſon. Sheart Sir, keep you the old Patriarch way of Loving; Let 
ine alone 11 my own Faſhion Sir. | feng 
Fid. Ah; now I am doubly loſt! For even his Faults are Beauties; 
And vice when dreſs*d by him, methinks has Chartns about her: Sure 
Love ſeems his Errand, and yet his ſilence keeps that Truth uncertain, 
which I confeſs I am afraid to know. *s {12238 850 
Grip. Look ye Sir; Let the Gentleman court my Daughter in his 
2wn way ; you and I have other Buſineſs, yon know Mr. Lovewell. 
Love. Buſmeſs is not my Deſign at preſent indeed Sir. © 
Grip. No Sir? What have you to do in my Houſe then? You re- 
member | | . | 
Love. Iam your Friend and Debtor, and All that, tr. Gripeall. 
But after all, L——d! How 'unmannerly- yon are? A Gentleman 
comes to ſee you at your Houſe to give you a Bottle or ſo, and you 
meet him at the Door with the umwelcome Sound of - Buſineſs, endea - 
vouring by that means, it ſeems, to fright the poor Man back again. 
Grip. This is indeed the Way of the World, Sir. Young Men 
borrow Money with fair Promiſes, and then the Term of Payment 
F . is as Dreadful as the Day of Judgment; and the honeſt Creditor — 
I | Love. Is the honeſt Devil that drags him to Jay], becauſe he has. 
18 | not repayed his Talent with Intereſt, - ans 


Grip, 


Love at firfl Sight. YT 
Grip. I profeſs Sir, it is well faid : vou have expreſs*d my Mean- 


ing in few: words. I x 
Tobe. Well, it is no matter: you and Iwill be Friends: I am ſo 
well-Natured this 1 cannot, if I would, be angry. 
12 That is good indeed, Sir. But as I was ſaying about the 
n „ 
Love. Hang buſineſs, I fay. You old FeHows are the very 
Worms of the Earth. You ove) eternally in Duſt, you have no- 
thing within ye but Clays Take that away, you become perfectly 
ty, without Güts or Brains. You have no Soul; We are Men, 
hays. after a Nobler Diet, Wit, Love, Beauty, and à Bottle. Mo- 
ney, we leave that out of Charity for dull Fools, who without it 
would be meer Nothings. . - 1 | 
Grip, Lock ye Sir, that's a new Doctrine: And ng Clergyman 
in Europe, I ſuppoſe, will allow it to be Orthodox. You'll find me no 
Canonic Scripture for that Sir. Money Sir? Lack-a-day, Doe talk 
ſo of Money? . 1 12 8 
Sir Fob. Youre Reſolv'd then ? Wilt be a Bargain, dear Lady, I 
- | 


ſay ? Net | 
Lk You drive-on ſome Smithfeld Bargain ſure? But if the Lady 
is Expoſed to Sale, I'll offer as much as another Man? 
Sir Joh. Look ye Sir, perhaps you are a Wit, a ſort of a Creature 
that's to be found in this Town, made up of Madman and Fool, 
with the Ingredient of a Scuryy Jeſt or two, and the Ornaments of 
the moli Faſhionable Sins: Affected Atheiſm and an empty Head are 
your inſeparable Companions. Poverty and the Pox are ever at your 
Heels, and your Harbingers are Smutty Lampoons, Monſtrous Ap- 
parels, . Runners, Whores, Bawds, Bubbles, Bullies, Rooks, 
Rakes, the Deel and all his wonderful Tribe of Attendants. 
Love. Pray where had you that fine Character Sir? 
Sir Joh. From the Prieſt of my Pariſh, Sir. But as I was ſaying; 
ou are a Wit it may be? It you are Sir, you may may go to another 
A arket : You ſhall make no Purchaſe here. Wits have no Money, 
Ir. 
f Love. Ay, but Sir, I'll give a Heart that till now nere bow'd to 
ove. | 
Sir Joh. And III give a plentiful Eſtate: Now, ſay Madam, who 
makes the Nobleſt Offer ? ; 
Love. I confeſs Madam, in the Way of the World, Sir John wou'd. 
be Preferr'd ; but if Love be admitted into the Ballance 


H 2 Sir Job. 


7 


_ 


Love, is moſt certain; 


* 


52 Love at ft Sight. 
denen r dr. b mp it Word Ha yg 
Gentlewoman be Judge in her own Affair. Say then, Madam, whic 
is the happy Man? e ce _ 
Fid. Why then, Sir John in Honour: Ali v7 
Sir Toh. Pox upon Honour, Madam. Four honourable Fools. 
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are the Men of the World now a-days, A Man of Senſe can- 


not be Prefer'd, there is ſuch a Shoal of thoſe. Noiſy. Caxcombs be- 
tween him and the Bar; he never can be heard, though Merit plead 


bis Cauſe. 


Fid. Well then in Reaſon, Sir John; a faithful Loves and Alk 


Eſtate ſhould be preferred to him who pleads no other Merit than 


a larger Fortune. 5 l 
Grip. That is pretty reaſonably ſaid. f 1 
Sir Job. Do ye call that Reaſon? Sheart, I ſay it is a Womans 

Reaſon, and a young ones too; but let that ag The Queſtion 

is then, which of us deſerve moſt ? The young Gentleman withont an 


Eſtate; or old Sir John Single, that has one and Love too? 


Love. My paſt filence is indeed my greateſt Proof of Love. To 
ke the fair Fidelia was all that Heaven to which I durſt Aſpire. The 
old Man your Father, Madam, indeed, endeavoured to remove the 


ſeeming Cauſe of ſo many Viſits: But by the help of my kind Stars, 


or my own Induſtry (I know not which) I have hitherto 
ſhifted off and delaye my little Buſineſs. That I am damnably in 
hat I have been fo ſince I firſt ſaw thoſe 
fair Eyes, 1s doubtleſs; and that I had told it erenow ( had I con- 
ſalted a Confident Glaſs or two) is a Truth as unqueſtionable as any 
of the former. I have indeed got a Providential Bottle this Morn- 
ing: To that I owe the Diſcovery of my Paſſion, I wiſh it prove 
not too late, Madam. | * he SF 
Sir Job. Look ye there now, here's Wit with a Vengeance; The 
Man is Providentially Drunk, and that's enough. Come, Madam! 
I have ſaid already, Pronounce Sentence then, and Doom this young 
Fellow to ſome heavy Pennance for his Boaſted Crime of Drunken 


[ Enter Medler.] 


Aled. Sir, I have done the Buſineſs. 2775 

Grip. I knew it would be eaſily Accompliſh'd, Man. 

Ned. Sir Nicholas is wholly averſe to the Match, he would mY 
of 


nels, 


Ear to no Propoſals, having already engag'd himſelf in beha 


one Mr. Conrtly. 
| | Grip. 


dr - b 
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Love at fir Fight. 53 
- Grip. Lack- a- day, I know the Man; my Project then is come to 
OY I Profeſs you have not threatned him ſeverely. 

Med. I did, Sir, but to no purpoſe; He, like other Fools, is wed- 
ded inſeperably to his own Opinion. But his Siſter is of another 
Humour, ſhe's mad at the very Name of Courth; I obſerv'd this, 
and puſh'd the Buſineſs fo home, that at laſt ſhe yielded your Son 
may be Happy; tho' indeed he owes it to Revenge, not Love. 

Grip Tis no matter; where the Effects are good, he's a Fool would 
conſult the Quality of the Cauſe De'e hear, Sirrah, what has 
been the Event of this Embaſſy ? As T would not have you a Fop, ſo 
I'de be loth to have you quite out of Faſhion ; ſend your Wigg, 
therefore, to Mr. Shaver the Two-Penny Barber, and let it be — 
ONE White, de'e ſee? IT] have that Affair diſpatch'd Inſtant- 

Hec. Ay, Sir. | 8 

Grip. Lack a · day! Lack. a-day! He's as ſparing of his Words 
and Sentences, as an old Judge Nodding on the Bench with a tedious 
dull Plea before him. Are you Tongue-bound, Sirra > _ 

Lov. By all that's Good in Love, ſo much Goodneſs makes me 
Conſcious of my own Wants. The fair Fidelia has doubly Won 
my Heart! Firſt to herſelf, and then to Virtue's Cauſe : d I 
Expreſs my Gratitude | | 

Sir Job. Zooks, Sir, you have expreſs'd enough, and perhaps too 
much, Sir; you {hall expreſs no more here, Sir. Sheart, theſe Sharp- 
ers would Rook a Man out of every thing, x 

Lov. I am not in a Quarrelſome Humour, Sir John. | 
Med. Bleſs me, Sir ! Mr. Lovewell Courts your Daughter even be- 
fore her Father and her Lover's Eyes. | | | 

Grip. Lack-a-day! He may ſeduce the unwary Baggage. Look 
ye, Sir, you know | 

Sir Foh. Sheart, Sir, FOR talk of knowing, when Gentlemen are 
Affronted in your Houſe, by your own Connivance: Will any Body 
make open Addrefs to your Daughter, without your own Conſent ? 

Grip. By mine —— - Lack-a-day ! You miſtake the Matter, Sir 
John Sir, I will not hear you talk after this manner; Pay me 
down the Money, Sir, inſtantly, and be gone from my Houſe. 

Lov. Why, Honeſt Old Father-in-Law, - give, me your * 
ter, and then pay your ſelf out of the Three Thouſands left her by 
her Grandfather, Sir Harry Rich. So much in Anſwer to your firſt 
Command; and now to the ſecond ; Let me ſee—— Egad, I will not 
go from this Houſe, 8 


Grip. ; 


— + pr” 


- is Lave at fart Sight. 


Sir Jobn, put on the Buff Coat o 
tte Bullets of Temptation; for the future you ſhall have no 3 


— 


Grip. Lack a- day Where will all this end? Am not I Maſter of 


my own Family? I profeſs, Fll have the Law of you, if it Coſt 


me 200 Pieces, Sir. 8 1 
Sir Job. Law ? Tl have no Law, gp a ſhorter way to work 
Sir ; there is Law in this good Blade. Hefor, Draw, Sirrah, and 
Fight for your Good Brother. . 
c. Fight? Adad not I, III ſleep in a ſound Skin. [Steals of 
- Lov. You ſee, Madam, how far I am Provok'd. That Reſpe& I 


0 


coe to you, Commands my Sword. Remove that Tye, then 


Sham'd off. 


1 
0 


Sir Joh. Look ye, Sir, I am not to be Fool'd an 
Draw, or | 2 | 

Grip. Sir John! — Go out of my Houſe, Sir, I profeſs, I'll call 
2 Conſtable inſtantly. —— Your'e a Strumpet! Your'e none of 
mine, you young. Jexabel. i 

Lov- Shall I Fight, or go off, Madam? EN 

_ 8 2 . paws) Sr the __ 1 , 

v. Well, Sir John, if you carry the youn — bing. 

Sir Job. If I? r Jt I will do't, . * " od 

Lov. Then expect to have your Throat Cut, Sir. Here's an In- 


% 


ſtrument, when in a good Hand, can make an early Widdow. Exit. 


Sir Job. *Sheart, I knew by his Face he was a Rival; He's a 


Scoundrel, and may come to know, too late, what it is to dally 
with a Man of Courage. | 


Grip. The Law ſhall have its Courſe againſt him to Morrow. Mr. 


Fhoreſon, the Bailiff, ſhall wait pan your new Lover. hook ye, 
Patience, and be Proof 


Cauſe to ſaſpe& my Ingenuity and fair Dealing. You ſhall ſee the 

oung Woman Confind to her Chamber inſtantly: the Rey ſhall 
be kept by Mr. Medler. I Profeſs, I know not why you ſhould not 
be ſeverely Chaſtis d; Have you no Reſpect to Duty, you ——— 
But no more. In the mean time Sir * you and I will go along 
with the Lad Hector. Let that Buſineſs once come to an End, and then 


yours Succeeds. 


Sir Fob. With all my Heart : But firſt let your Danghter be Mew'd 


up, to keep her Teeth from watring on the next young Fellow that 


comes. *Sheart, I love to ſee People kept in Subjection to their Bet- 
ters. Come, come, Come along, fair Lady 


Fid. 


Love at farft Sight. 55 
a W Ws N 444 | 1 a 
M Woman's Blind who wd to Mankind tf, 
9 argue Love to prove their Violence juſt, 
What ere they do, it bears a ſpecious Name, 
 Theirs are the Faults, but we muſt bear the Blame. 
It bepleas'd, tis oft our Sexes Fate 


+ 13.1 


K Vote Ban. 
1 PO C ; 


[Enter Couriley and. Lovewell.] . 


Cour. And ſpoke to her you ſay? ? * 

Love. Yes faith, Jack, I carried the Point too- 7 

Cour. Are you perfectly Awake, George, or in a Dream? 6 

Love. Dream Do you ſay? Are you blind Jack? Doſt not fee I am 
handfom Sort of a Fellow? The Lady, Man, was perfectly Charm d; 
Egad twas impoſſible for her or any Woman to bold out. * 


Cour. But you owe this imaginary Wictory only to the Bottle, it 
may be, if the Glaſs were Removed. this 0 es gr would perhaps 
a — — * 


Love. Your humble Servant, honeſt Friend. I find Jack, you 
want a Companion in Miſery, Meliſſa and you are at Odds, and 1 
am forry for it: But Ifaith tis not Neighbourly, I ſay Jack, to wiſh--- 
the ſame Misfortunꝰ to your honeſt Fellow Lovewell. it I am not re- 
ally Happy, yet to believe otherwiſe were to be miſerable indeed. 
Cour. 10 think your ſelf happy, whilſt indeed you are not fo, - 
removes all Care, and fore- thought, by which you ſhould ſecure he 
Bleſſing or prevent your Loſs. | $4.5 | 
Love. Well Jack, the Sum of all this is. I talk like an happy--- 
Lover, and thou, like a Philoſopher, becauſe thou art Unfortunate... 
Let me enjoy N Pleaſure; and look ye my Friend, becauſe 
[ hate Ingratitude for your good Advice, you Mall have my good 
Wiſhes. when am Sober. Mars 5 = 
Cour. And that thou mayſt ſuddenly be ſo Tis a Powerful Reme- - ,- 
dy el Fumes of Wine. Come — Away ——Þy Hearn 
u thall. | 2 | 
er Ps Look ye, I confeſs I have had a Bottle this Morning, but E 
hope you wall not think me Drunk; tis only Joy. Man, Pure — 
2 f — 


9 1 - 
* 1 
Oy. | : 
* 
* 
— 
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ture] Extaſ) _—_— elſe, upon my Honour: But t \ Eomour 
thee, beca 2 beer Fl — Hat Tis cold as-Death.; 
Fes drinks. 

Chur. So I would have RES 2 key 

Love. My Blood is Child 3 an I feel ſome- | 
what about my Heart, as if Nature ſtrove to newsMould-her ſelf! 
Werde es range themſelves. into a new Order, every thing-ſeems re- 


to a new Vigour, and I am not the ſame I enter d. 
Court. 1 am glad to ſee thee plain Loveyel again. You wander d 
in the Clouds t 8 ebe 


Lov. That I have been a Wanderer, I am ready to ackowledge, | 
but where I have been, or what I have been doing, Devil a 155 
if I know! | 

Comt. Ha, ha, ha. 

5 What was _ — 5 of ou laſt Shark > | 

ourt. Have you already forgot, that you have r. Fide. 
lia Ln * that you. re an Happy 5 abe * 

em. 

Court. That you own'd it before her Father 11 Si Fobu Sing] E? 
Nay, to compleat your Happineſs, that you Teiz' d the U | 
by her own Conſent. * 
Lo. May I believe it for a certain Truth? Am iT indeal ſo.'y 1 e- 
17 Happy! Has Fidelia been indeed ſo very Kind 3 B 

Court. So you Swore Juſt now, George. A 

Lov. Let me fee, I do remember (tho ee that 1 went | 
from a private Cabal to Gripealls Houſe, that I ſa the Charming 
Fidelia, that I ſpoke to her, and fo forth. But what was the Event, 
Good or Bad, 1s $54 it ſeems, a Queſtion - | 

Court. Ts the Happy Lover, he that was ſo well affar'd of his 
Miſtreſſes Favour, dwindled into a Doubtful, Anxious Pretender? 

5 Stay Vou ſay I fwore tot | 
it. Mo ſt Heroically, — 

"ro Then it is — true. I need no other Proof, for 8. | 

know Fack, I ſcorn to be a Knight of the Poſt, 2 

Cour, Ha, ha, ha! VVell, to rid thee: of thy Pain. Know I 
am not a Stranger to th good Fortune; My Servant told me you 
were gone to Gripealls , d poſted him immediately thither, and at his 
Return (which was a little before you enter d) I was "inform dof } 
the whole Adventure. | 

Love. *Sdeath Man, I know not what to ſay, perhaps I am in the |} 
Clouds fill — But may I believe what mu have Affirm'd ? * 


» 


1. 


* 


*r 
* 


, * 
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cour. I am your Friend, and as ſuch I'll ſhow- an Implicite Faith, 


[11 take it upon your bare Affection: Fidelia will be yours — - 


I think ſhe may be yours —- - CER 
Love. Good. But how Man? Tm divided. I have been another 
Man to day: Now I'm my ſelf again. Inform my Judgment. Let 
my Thoughts and Actions be coherent, and teach Lovewell Sober, to 
finiſh what: Lovewell Drunk, ſo happily has begun. 
Cour. Know then your Miſtreſs's Father is gone to wait upon Me- 
liſa, who is now a to throw her ſelf away upon the worſt of 
Fools: Sir Fobn and Hector are likewiſe abſent; and Fila is a Pri- 
ſoner. Medler is appointed Jaylor ; you may 1 at thè reſt. 
Love. Lhave no time, Jack, to Mourn thy Misfortune; I am in ſo 
1 my ſelf. But ſhould the . illain prove. Obſtinately 
alt . 1 r M 
Cour, Fidelia is a Virtue unknown to Villains, nay. even to Vice it 
ſelf, they are not Conſtant, and Court Damnation in a Thouſand 
Forms: Can Villany be Proof againſt the Charm of Money? When 
Virtue fo often proſtitutes her Darling Daughter? £ 1 
Love. Right! Every Sentence ſhall be back d with Gold; and when 
I ſee his Soul upon the Wing, Ill throw the Lure before him. 
| oa, of [ Takes out a Bagg. | 
This ! This! ar Friend, will make her Jaylor ſtoop, . and then the 
Panting Bird will fly away, _ 5 
Court, In the mean time, III to Aſeliſſas Lodging; I'm bound in 
Honour to prevent her Brother's Marriage with Celinda — UI 
ſee that Cruel Fair for ever loſt, for while there's room for Hope, 
I cant ſtay away; chat done, I'll ſeek a Noble Death in Foreign 
War; my only Comfort is, That you, my Friend, will be Hap- 
Lov. What? You'll go Fight for the Dutch? Death, Man! Has 
a Melancholly Madneſs ſeiz d you? Will Bi turn Knight Errand ? 
Sit beneath a loneſome Shade, like a Romantick Lover? There 
Dream Meliſſa in a Rival's Arms, Doat on the diſtant Noiſe of Pur- 
ng Streams, the RuMing of the Winds among the yielding Boughs, 
and then, Jack, when Hunger calls aloud, get up aud Fight the 
next By-comer, or fellow Madman, that under the ſpecious Name 
of Love and Courage, you may Rob, his Portmantua to Satisfy an 
Empty Stomack? Well, Adieu, my Friend. * 


2 SCENE 


iS es „ 
3 Low at ft oY 


SCENE n. 3 


5 Enter Ser Nicholas a Meliſſa 1 


 #feliſ. Ti at; in vain Sir Nicholas, Mr. Cburth i is, abel bia 
* End Perſon; a baſe Man, that —— 
Nich. Hold Aieliſſa; Let me Die, Mr. Comth. Zauns, he's 2 Gen- 
tleman of ſo much Honour and Merit. Upon my Soul, I could 
Meliſ. Come, Sir, you muſt not Swear in his „I have al- 
ready told you my - Reſolution,” III never marry him nar, n 
chook to die a Maid firſt. s 
Sir Nich. Die a Maid ? Oh Horrible ! | 
Meliſ. Td rather livg to Oid Age, be the Table-talk of every Com- 
pany ; Have juſt as much Wit as ſerves to keep my 85 
and make me troubleſome to my A Nr N Rail at 
and yet be thought a ſecret Lover of the whole Sex, and of Fools 
in particular; Paint, to concea the Furrows made by time; nay, 
' which is worſe, when I would talk and be Gay, be oblig'd to an 
_ Silence and a dull Face, to hide a Sett of Mou] 7, Rotten 
eeth 
Sir Nich. Let me Die, Meliſſ a, ou talk ſo ely 1 
1 In ſhort, Sir, I am 1420 noth. ing can a 1 me. Would 
pr ead that man's Cauſe, whoſe Alliaxvce would Affront your 
| and bring m Virtuein Queſtion ? 
Sir Nich. And will you Marry that Over- grown, Lum piſh Young! 
Fellow ; The very — of a 4 Wit The Anti vode of Senſe. Let 
me Die, his WI g finell'd Yeſterday like a Tallow . ra 
; Meliſ. I confeſs, I do not Love him: But to yr 'd of 
Courtly, I could Marry any Man, and that Lumpiſh young Fellow 
 . {ſooner than any other, becauſe he believ'd him a A Rival "rom whole 
Addreſs he ha nothing to fear. 
Sir Nich. Then I muſt loſe Celinda ? I muſt muſt be Uihappy; 
muſt I, upon my Soul, be Miſerable ?. F bk no TE to a 
Brother's Life ? | 
8 Meliſ. None, Sir. 
Sir Mich. And muſt I loſe Celinda? wil you throw m 11 A” 
way? Will you procure to your ſelf the Hatred of all "the Witty” 
Ladies in Town?, Muſt I die. then? Wi, 


4 


Fre, 1 fre Sigh, 5 9 59 
Af I en pleaſe, 


Si. Nick. Gan you on! Let me Die, *tis not Poſſible. 


Could yon hear m by me Veep ing Ladies, 
and my Tama os b, Marker h the Jos for an 
Half. ——— ek or tuo, bw it Pinn'd upon the 
1 Bf — an Cite Be and Baudy Alehouſe, like an Al- 
manack, to be read b Whoring — and Drunken Forters > 
What would the Wor | 

Meliſ. There's one — d. That's all. 

Sir Mich. Is that all, indeed? [ll have et mow a6 five 
then. But you will Marry Mr. Courtly ? 

_ Melif. No, Sir. 

Siu Nich. Then, Egad, I will die. Ah Celinda That Dear, 
Charming Name k 2 my Poſting Soul, my Dyi Accents 
ſhall — my Love, and no Hero e're gave u e upon 


the Stage with ſo little Regard to another World. Ct, — 


Well, uns, I will Die. 


Mel, Some 2 at the Door; if "x Knocking 
you're found in Poſture, your Reputa- | within, 4 
tion is loſt for ever. | | 

Sir Nich. Well, now Tthink on't, Wits are D Puts 
no Heroes. his & 7 


C Enter Kir John Single, Gripeall, and Hector. 


Look Madam, I am inform d, b Friend who 
Gig upon . x you this Morning, of your 4 En to- 


wards my Son here, a very deſerving Youth, and who, by your 
Prudent Onſet may come to Equal, if not Exceed his Father 8 


Merits : I have — Hoa brought along with me this Honourable 


Gentleman, who 1s to be my Son-1n- « * 
he may be a Witneſs and Partaker af cr aid oys, and ſee that 
Match —— upon Terms not unknown to your Lad 
our Ladyſhips — Brother Hector, bel 

Tel with as fo Retorick as I have done. | 

Be, Ay, Father. 

Aeli. L am no Stranger to the * Gentleman 8 Merits, and that 
I am reſfolv'd to take wy, for my Huſband, is ſufficient to Evidence 
that Opinion I have of him. 


Grip. Lack-a-day, Mom, I am your very humble Servant — 
12 * He. 


N you ſpeak, Sirrah, as I d 0? 


„ 


— be he 
— 2 
, - 


| Hell ſuffer no Indignity from any Man. 


- _— — 


a” 
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He8. Ay, Lack- a-day, Madam, [ am your very humble Servant. 


Will you peak, Sirrah,”: as 1 do? 


Grip. O ſad! Veril „ hell ſpoil all! I prafeſs, he's a: perf6@ Block- 
8 Look ye, adm, Modeſty, _ Exceſs of Joy Confounds 
the Lad; He is Baſhful Speak, I ſay, Hector, to the Pur- 


poſe. 


Heck. Look ye, Madam, Modeſty, and Exceſs of > ara Right, 


or not, Father? 


Grip. Very well ſaid ! Go on, Boy. 

Het. Confound the Lad, Madam. 

Grip. Oh, Abominable! 

Het. Uds fo, then ſpeak: your ſelf. You think no body has wit, : 
3 it come from your Head, and but a very little 928 then, 
1t feems. 

Grip. Truly, Madam, the Young Man is Tranſported; ee, 
Madam, tis mere Tranſport. | 

Sir Job. *Sheart, Madam, nothing elſe; I can witneſs it, upon 
occaſion ; He can Drink and Fight like any Janizary of em all. 

Grip. Oh, Monftrons ! — — He means, Madam, in very Good 


Company, and in an Honourable Cauſe, 


Str Job. Sheart, Sir, I mean in any Cauſe, Good or Bad, the Boy 
will Fight 1tt— 

Grip. Rather than be put upon, Madam; 7 Winks, and makes 

Sent te Sir John. 

So Sir John would Word. it, Madam. 

Sir Joh. Sheart, tis ſo, in Good Company, and in an | Honoura- 
Cauſe, and fo forth, Madam. 

He@, And put upon, and fo forth, Madam. 

Grip. Look 3 ye, there, the Young Man ſhews ſome Confidence al- 
ready, tho he is not yetarriv'd. to Senſe. _ 

Sir Nich. What a Shoal, let me Die]! What a Neſt of Fools there 


is.? The Air is Infected with ? em, Egad; tis ſo ſickly and unwhole-. 


ſome, 1 mall certainly faint, if I ſtay in this Ron 
[ Enter Courtly.] 


Hi! My Dear Court) Look, my Friend, what a Batch of Fools 
Mzliſſa 15 got about A there's no Place here for hien of Senſe ! 
Court. Tie Lady, Sic, will be in the Faſhion Heavens! Is. 


| Her, Soul fo low, that to advance herown Chat acter (like ſome Home- 


ly: Lady who ihuns to tit. in the faine Box with a Beauty } ſhe muſt 


Love at firfl Sigbt. 6 
thruſt in among the Common Herd of Fools, that ſne may appear 
with more Advantage? e | 

a 'Sheart, there's a Rival in every Place ! This Fellow's 
Face ſpeaks him a Lover. IF ea. IFN 
Grip. Tis no matter, the Lady, you fee, ſtands for us. 
Court. And to no purpoſe, you fay? - - | 
Sir Nich. Let me Die, Sir, I usd all the Arguments Wit and 
Friendſhip could Inſpire; Egad, I was ready to loſe my Dear for 
very Grief, Mr. Con thy. | 8 2 Ip) . 
Cort. Well, III fee her Married, however; nay, III with her 
Happy in her Choice too — Madam, I come not to Plead my Ex- 
— and Innocence. I know Tm already Doom d to a ſevere Puniſh- 
| 72 tho unheard But to hate the poor Offender, is Cruelty not 
A : N 9 
. Meliſ. Then Sir, I ſhall wholly forget you. * 
Cour. That's yet worſe, Madam; the Memory of paſt Service 
ow toe Ry forgot: becauſe I have been once Faulty, or rather 
thought ſo. -. 1; 
. He that's found Guilty of ſo much Baſeneſs, ſpould not be 
again truſted ; nay, his former Services are much to be ſuſpected. 
Cour. May not Repentance attone for that one Fault 
Meliſ. To cover one Weakneſs with another, is no Proof of an 
Amendment. , CLONES e 
Cour. To be aſham'd of what was ill done, is a Virtue, not a Weak- 
25 15 rad af ini the te han 
Meliſ To be capable of ſo many from good to bad, then 
back again to good, is no Aſſurance of his Conſtancy. Is he not 
capable of returning to the Bad at laſt? | 
Cour. When Vice ſtands at a: diſtance, and with a Shew-of Honour 
or of Noble Pleaſures, Courts us to embrace; We can't well reſiſt. 
Becauſe ſhe aſſaults us under Virtnes Colours. When we have en- 
joy'd her, we become indeed ſenſible of our Error, deſpiſe the Cheat, 
and then return to our old Miſtreſs, fortify'd by Loſſes, againſt Tem- 
ptation: What was before _—_— Conſtancy, becomes a well 
grounded Loyalty, and incapable of being Seduc d, unleſs we Baniſh 
Reaſon from our Breaſts— In ſhort, Madam, no man can be fo tru- 
ly Virtuous as he, who has been throughly acquainted with Vice, 
and 2 Road to Perſeverance, is in my Opinion, by the way of In- 
conſtancy. ? = ILL IL REL. 
Meli/,. Then every man may be witty, by being firſt an errant Fool? 


Court. 


— BS AA Ma Po GEE eres SO * 
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Cour. A broken Bone, if well Cur'd, becomes the berg., Tem. 
Seas endure the firmer Strand. And a dangerous Voyage 
rightens the fearful Merchant from a Second. 
Sir Nich. Let me die, Meliſſa, you are Cruel even to a Fault. Read 
Grand Cyrus, Cleopatra, Caſſandra, Pharamond, and all thoſe fine Pieces 
px Wit and Gal antry. Egad, not a Lady of em all holds out ſo 
ong. 
Meliſ. Well, of all Creatures in the World, a Lover's the moſt 
Nauſeous : TIl ſivearl could be heartily Angry; but now I think on 
it, III laugh at you both. Ha, ha, ha 
_ Ha, ha, ha! A fine Jeſt now, if I knew what it were. 
Sir Job. A blockhead. heart, you ſee he might be a Courtier. 
* young Rogue can turn himſelf into any Sha „and Fawn like 
wa 0 he can laugh too at a Jeft he does not hear, that 
* e = ſtand at a greater Diſtance may believe him one of the 
and vers'd in the Intrigue. 
i. The Lad may become a Juſtice of the Peace, Sir vun. 
Hl r he by Briſk the Ma 
| 7 -a-day, hes grown upon tter t00. 
Het Ay F Aber ä _— Ho 
Grip. Well Madam, you're Reſolv'd to take the young Man for bet 
ter — for worſe? 
8.7 BY all means Sir. 
12 rofeſs the Woman is Cheerfully bent upon him. 
Hs Adad that's Good! Father, ſay on. 
. Grip. Ay Boy. I may then call the Lawyers, Madam? Let the 
Papers be firſt IR, and then proceed to the Ceremony of the 
9 
Mebſ. When you pleaſe Sir; Ha, ha, ha — Well, Revenge is a 
Paſſion ſo ſweet, I muſt laugh at the Poor Man. 
Cour. You're always:Reſolv'd to be in a Laughing Humour it ſeems. 
Mebſſ. Why Sir? 
Cour. Becauſe you'll keep 2 Fool eternally about you? 
Meliſ. To pleaſe my own Humour, not yours Sir. 
Cour, Tis a — Humour that is not to be ſatisfied, but with 
the Loſs of your Reputation. 
ir Nich. Let me "be, Mr. Courtly, upon my Honour, I ſpeak my 
Sentiments, that. ſuch a Mean Raſcally Coxcomb ſhoud diſgrace the 
Antient Family 15 the Empt ys, is perfectly en n 
Hect. A Rafal fellaw Sir ? 
Sir Nich. Ay. 1 me die a Raſcally Fool Sir. 


Hed. 


* 2 q 
4 — 


' 


Ke 
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E Diſgrace the antient Family of the Empties? 
eee, 
ir 1 ome to him Look Shear, ö | 
IIl bear you out. . _— 
Ft8, Is perfectly intolerable. Doe lay ſo Sir? a Y 
Sir Nich, Let m. dis Bir: I fay fo. Sth een atem Falls 2 
* are, will diſgrace my Family. . 
ed, That may be Sir, who knows? 
Sr. Fob, *Sheart, you are a Coward Sirrah, I ſay Sir, 10 adds Ho- 
nour 25 Houſe, becauſe he's Ally'd to me. 
ich. Well Sir. Let me die! It may be ſo. 
br ob. Sheart, tis perhaps ſeaſonably Confeſs'd Sir. 
Hecf. Ay Sir, ſeaſo ly Confeſs d, — ſo forth Sir. 
Cour. What Sir? 1: Itty 22+ 1 
 He8. Nothing Sir. Adad, nothing i in the Earth. = 438 
Sir Fob. Look ye Sir, the young Man means no Harm. Sheart, FJ 
* Heawns! Will Perſon, ation | 
our, Heav'ns ! ve- up your tion, 
and Plentiful Eſtate (y 2 . +, ſure, y may pomp 7 7 © 
the hands of thoſe wi are not capable of Defendirig - themſelves, or 
25 — Injuries, tho ne re plain —Sdeath, 4 very Sett * | 
wards, 8 ig 
Meli. You Misfortune perhaps, Sir > 
Ces tho n are Inſenſible of — | | . 
Meliſſ. Then I am yet happier than I was. For now you feel a 
double Pain. But — I think on't, I would not be too Cruel. Fd 
have you Mourn your own Misfortune, not mige. 
Cour. By Heav'ns ! I will endeavour to. do ſo for the future, rather 
than be an eternal Slave. Pd ſtab that Heart that owns ſo ill a Mi- 
ſtreſs. Sdeath, methinks that ſhould work my Cure to ſee a Fool 


preferr'd. 
Meliſſ. O Sir, you are ſerious, Im otherwiſe diſpos'd at preſent— | 


Juſt ſo t TY ing Shepherd Hay, © 1 
_ He. Fal — ara T 7 
Le, Ha, ha, ha Ton ou ſeg Sr, how exatly his Humour ite Le 
to mine? e. 5 
Sir Job. Well done, Sirrah. heart, well done. 45; 43 v8 


Hedl. Fal—ara tal dal. > 
Cour. I would Laugh at m own Weaknefh and a tort * . 


ſo many Charms attack my Heart, and melt me into Love: my An- 


be gone. Sd I a Foo a downri t Slave. I'm 
ger ruſt be Bone eath, I am * * | = 


64 I at 5 Sight. 
Chain d! See! ſhe's a perfect I. Libertine, and L hs at m Bondage ! 

3 Nich. Let me die, Mr. Courtih, I am ſorry for y regs! | 

gad, tho? I hope you are ſtill my Friend. This day > 3a Pons |, 
I Fhoald be happy in the Poſſeſhon of the Admirable Celinda. 

Meliſ. How, Sir Nicholas, dee know that baſe Woman . 

Sir Nich. Oh Blaſj phemy ! Let me die, Meliſſa Mr. een, 
Did you ever hear the like? A baſe Woman! Egad, ſhe's F; 

if. Hold, Sir, let the Gentleman give EP her Character. 
bir Nich. Well. do ſo, Mr. Courtly. 


| Court. She's a Commoner. 2 
Sio Joh. Sheart, a ſhort and Cibſtantial Account of the 1255 


Sir Mich. Ah, Fir, let me Die, Im ready to faint + The aur 
Celinda a Commoner! Egad, Mr. Couth, you. have loſt your Wits, 


Let me die, Im ſick. 
' Het. Dee ſee, Sir John, Brother-in-Law, the Gentleman is in 


Danger. Where's Mr. Starter ? Adad a little Brandy would do very 


well. 
Sir Joh. Sheart, my Friend and Mr. Starter ( like the Gf 


4 there ) have loſt > Any Wits. You drink it all, Sirrab. 


Het. Adad, that's very hard. 
Sir Nich. Well then, liſa, Let me die, you are in the right; 


Mr. Conrtly, Egad, does not deſerve a better Fortune than he now 


Enjoys. | 
— Are theſe Virtue's Rewards? The ſtubborn Knave, chat 8 


to enjoy the happier 2 To Repent of Follies paſt, and 


— ſincerel * is the on 0 way to procure Contempt. Had I 
Diſſembled, I K not loſt the Brother too. My Heaven! My Ho- 
neſty has not ö me one Friend in ſuch a Numerous Company. 


[ Enter O17 Gripeall, "and Link 7 


Look ye, de'e ſee, Madam ? Here are the Papers ready; 


Your Rather, the Honourable Sir Nicholas E mp 


Sir Nich. Let me die, he ſpeaks like a Wit. 
Grip. Owes me Three Thouſand Pounds: Tour Portion Amounts 


- to Kl. now his Eſtate muſt anſwer for both. | 
Sir Nich. Fough, I'm ſick, he talks ſo damnably, as if a Man 


could not arrive to Wealth and Ha 8 but by the way of Bu- 
ſineſs. Let me die, he has no Regard to Wit. Well, I'm certainly 


Diſtracted, I know not what to think. 


Love at firft Sight. 65 
I — Will you Madam, for your own Security and Satisfacti- 8 
on How theſe Ley >— You have no Councel here ? 
you pleaſe Madam, take notice of this one firſt. 
Hel Are theſe "Verſes which the Poets call a ordinari- 


ly * to new married Folks ? 
rip. Lack-a-day ! * is the Buſineſs. He's a Bodo, Sir 


obn. 
7 1 Law, Theſe Gentlemen: are tobe Witneſſes. 
Sir Fob. Sheart, I am one Sir. 


2 Law. And you — Sir? 
Court. Fes, Sir Muſt I then, Madam, beaſſiting to my own: 


Funeral? 

Meliſ. No, Sir! I'm a Friend to Virtue, I forget your Faults, 
and now remember 'your Love and Conſtancy—— You ſeem ſur- 
Tiz'd, Sir. If» Meliſſa can make you depp; then you will be ſe 

— You ſeem yet doubtful. Sir, theſe I Sacrifice to Love Fe. i 
you z nay; I truſt ſo much to the Generous Courtly, I. yield- I'm his, 
Yithout Conditions. 

Court. O Heavens! I'm loſt! in Extaſ e! Why was you Shy?. Oh, 
Why have you been Cruel! To encreaſe a Joy, that of it ſelf was 
;nflorortable ? ? By all that's Good and Juſt in Love, I fwear my 
Heart foir evex you Oh, methinks, I could here Seal that: 
narrow V-pw ! Nay, I"Tould Vow for ever! 

1. Lay. 'Sdeath! Why are we thus Fool'd > 


4 Law, Are theſe your deep Projects, Sir? 
Grip. Projects Lot -a-day, Sir, I'm 'Ruin'd, I have loſt a good 


Eftate! My Son is a Fool, a downright Blockhead, he has pervert-- 
ed the young. Woman's Mind in my Abſence. 
Sir 4b. "Sheart, I fay you're a Fool! You are all Fools! He's a 
ſwinging Handſom young Fellow; your Son is a Dull, Lazy Hangs. 
man ; you might have gueſs d who would be Prefer'd at lat then. 


The Lad was not blind. 
Well. Sincerely, Sir Nicholas ſhall finart for this, My Mo- 


ney ſhall be inſtantly paid, Sir. 
Court. When. you pleaſe, Sir; I ſhall make uſe of his Credit a-- 


nother time. 
Sir Nek Let me die, Meliſa, you are Witty. But is Celinda 1 in · 
deed a Commoner? 
Court. Ves, Sir. | 
Sir Nich. Well, then the Truth on nt is, s muſt endeavout* to 1 


get her. Iigad, a0 I. think ont, 3 is a Mortal Enemy to 
Wit. Meliſ-- 


4. 2 . 


7 


Sir Fobn, and Catch ſome Country Heireſs. 


no body took notice 0 it, Hector. 


: * 


| 66 26 E at ' fr Sib, 


Aeli. You may walk Home, Sir, if you plac, you come 0 a 
Fool's Errand.. | 
He#. Ay, Madan. 
Grip. Lack-a-day, Sir John, the Lad Kade books very » Mas 
„ en Os you mall have a Wife, in ſpight of Fate. 
et Ay? 7 


| 


Grip. You ſhall go down into the Country with my Son- in-Law, 

He#. Adad, that's good, Father, I ſhall have Boots then, and a 
Friend, 5 8 2 Farter, _ ey Thing. 

Grip. Lack- a-day, Sir John, you're a Coun man, d'ye under- 
ſtand Ni Gibbrith * . 12 r 

1 Law. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe, remember we have yet another 
Buſineſs. 

Grip. Lack- day, that's true. Bow to the Lady, however, be- 
fore you go off, that ſhews ſome Breeding. 

Hall. Bow? Adad, I'll ſee her Hang'd firſt in ber own Garters; 
III ſnap up an Heireſs, I fegs I wall, Father. 

Grip. Ha ! Fidelia here! 


Eurer Lovewell and F idelia. 7 


. Your Advice, my Friend, has beefftended with Succeſs ; 
Love, Money, and the Church has done the Buſineſa: I'm now an 
Huſband. Ha Why, Fack, you're Happy too 

Grip. How | took Fll have you Hang'd for't, Sirrah. 

Hed. You Swear bloodily, I faith you do, Father. 

Grip. Lack-a-day, my old Cuſtom . ſometimes prevail; I hope 


* 


[ Enter Timothy, Ruming. ] 


Tim. Ah, Sir! As 1 * to live . Well, Sir Gone 


quite gone. 
Grip. Speak, Sirrah. 
Fm. Why, I ſay, your Daughter is gone; Mr. Medler Sold her 


Sir, ſhe's gone. 
Grip. You're a Rogue, Sirrah —— You Huſſie— You Ir 
I will to the Lav 


pudent TIl have you Ded 
Sirrah. | 


Sir J 


— —— 
. * - — — — — — 


een, at wy Sigh, 


Sir ob. To the Gallows, won't you? Tou are all Knaves; oh 1 


came a Fool from the Country, and I ſhall o home Experimen- 
tally wiſe. Sheart, an Honeſt Man Wy meſs in . by 


Ts A 

1 Lay. O Sr, by 1 no means. Follow my Ade, and NE. 
one Minute. 

Sir Joh. *Sheart, Sir, he who-i is rul'd by a La er, ma od 2 
* But to lumour m ſelf, not you, Air, FIl tay 

Sir, I have indeed Married your Daughter — Ch = A4 
vice; We both Lov 'd, and the Crime, methinks, is very Pardon- 
able. If you can forgive, then——- * , 

Grip. No, Sir! I rofeſs. not | | 

Fid. 1 am yet your Daughter, Sir, remember that, and then you 
muſt for * 

Sir Jo Prithee, Man, forgive em; tis impoſſible now to divide 
their Hearts. 'Sheart, I lee a Woman is not to be fore'd, ſhe'll have 
her own way, tho it ſhould coſt her, her Life. 

Grip. Well, then I do forgive em. Lacks I, ſhe's my own 
Daughter, that 's true. Ha! | 


Enter W Rinning, ] | 


Med. O Lord, x your Abſence Mr. ; ERS | broke open the 
Door, and by For Sdeath, he's got here before me, this Lye 
will not bring me off 

Grip. You're a Rog Sirrah ! Tm not bound to forgive you too. 

Sir Jof, Sheart, I owe him a Beating too, andi won't be in Ar- 
rear hilft this Cane laſts. | L Beats bim. 

Grip. So! I profeſs tis well done; the Rogue endeavour'd. ts 
ſeduce my Wife, and made me often Jealous of an Innocent Wo- 
man. 


Med Murder Oh, Sir! [ Runs off. ] 
He#. Adad, tis well done. | 
— ir, Job. 'Sheart, every Villain ſhould be thus usd. 
ich. Let me die, Gentlemen, we muſt all be ſatisfied with 
Fortunks If you pleaſe then, my Friends, walk into the next Room, 
I have for Dinner ſome little Curioſities, ; Prepard by an Ingenious 
Frenchman ; and Egad, ſuch Wine- ell 'twill Reliſh, entle- 


| Hd ay; ay Adad, let's ſee the Wine. Let's ſee that firſt. 
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